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in a dead-end job! 
Enjoy the big rewards offered the 



Law-trained man in business 

Y 


LAW 

IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


as a way to 
increased earnings 


"IXThatever your present position — whatever 
yy your previous schooling-you can multiply your 
opportunities for rapid promotion, big income and 
prestige through LaSalle Law Training at home. 

A knowledge of Law is regarded today as 
indispensable equipment in every activity of business. 
The greatly increased role of government in business, 
the many new problems of Law involving taxes, in- 
surance, contracts, liability, employment, and much 
more — all require the legally-trained executive who 
can make day-to-day decisions effectively. That is 
why leading corporations seek out such men for key 
positions and reward them with top salaries. 

You can master Law easily and enjoyably at home 
at remarkably low cost — under the supervision of 
LaSalle’s distinguished Law faculty. You work with 
actual legal cases, acquiring real experience. Upon . 
completion of your training, you are awarded a 
Bachelor of Laws degree if qualified. The famed 
LaSalle Law Library of 14 volumes is 
given to you as part of your course. 

For over half a century LaSalle has 
been an acknowledged leader in busi- 
this ness Gaining, with more than 1,000,000 
students. Send for the free booklet 
“Law Training for Leadership” and see 
how LaSalle can help you move up 
rapidly in your career. Address: 417 So 
Dearborn St.. Chicago 5, 111. 
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LA SALLE 

EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

A Correspondence Institution 

417 South Dearborn St., Dept. 20-026, Chicago 5, III . 

Please send me, free of cost or obligation, your 
illustrated booklet “Law Training for Leadership.” 

Name AgS . 

Address County 

City & 

Zone State 
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BLUEBOOK BONUS 
AMERICAN AGENT MURDOCH’S ESCAPE 

FROM RUSSIA’S DRAGNET Robert Laguardia 30 


For the first time, the chilling account of a Yank spy’s 61 -day 
mission to steal the Kremlin’s most explosive cold war secret. 



TRUE ADVENTURE 
KNOCK OUT ‘CYCLOPS’ _ 

SAVE THE ANZIO LANDING Sam Shalotte 16 


Sent to smash a Nazi transmitter housed in a lighthouse, the frogman 
found the liveliest bordello this side of La Dolce Vita. 

HOW THE FBI NABS ITS “TEN MOST WANTED” A. V. Loring 18 

Of 177 criminals put on the Big List in its 12-year 
history, only 13 are still at large. 

THE FABULOUS CAREER OF “MADAME DRACHMA”: 

ALL GREECE WAS HER LOVE-PEN James Collier 22 

At 16 she came to Athens panting for money and men; hy 30 her 
millionaire playboys had made her Europe’s richest prostitute. 

AFTER 29 DAYS THEY ATE PILOT MALMGREN K. T. Leonard 34 

Marooned at the North Pole, the starving survivors of the blimp disaster 
were forced to commit the most horrible act of their lives. 

PEACETIME YANK ENSLAVED BY 

MINDORO’S JAP WAR HOLD OUTS L. N. Dell 36 

Six years after WWII, two Philippines’ land surveyors walked into an 
armed ambush — and one of the strangest captivities in history. 


EXCLUSIVE REPORT 
BOLD CHALLENGE TO THE U.S.S.R.: 

OUR NEW UNDERSEAS AIR FLEET Don Knize 13 

A super-squadron of U.S. fighter-bombers, launched from 60 feet beneath 
the ocean, will soon make any act of WWII aggression pure suicide. 

BLUE RIBBON FEATURES 

NOBODY HERE BUT US RASCALS 20 

DON’T CALL THIS MERCEDES SOUPED-UP 34 

DEPARTMENTS 

BLUELINE SPECIAL 6 

CRACKER BOX 8 

TIME OF MY LIFE .... TT *%'. 10 

YOU SAID IT . .T~ P . 70 




ARTHUR GODFREY SAYS 
“I.C.S. MADE 
THE IMPOSSIBLE-EASY!” 





You’ve probably heard Arthur Godfrey on his coast-to- 
coast TV and radio programs. But have you ever heard 
what this famous personality has to say on the subject of 
International Correspondence Schools? 

“I had to quit high school before the end of my second year. 
Later in life, at the U. S. Naval Materiel School at Bellevue, 
D. C., I had to master a working knowledge of math, all the 
way from simple decimals and fractions through trigonome- 
try, in the first six weeks or be dropped from the course. 
So I took an I.C. S. course and finished at the head of the 
class! I.C. S. made the impossible — easy !” 


As usual, Arthur Godfrey knows what he’s talking about. 
And as an I.C.S. graduate, Mr. Godfrey is in the best of 
all positions to tell you about the educational system for 
men and women that’s served so long as talent scout for 
American business and industry. 

Read what he has to say carefully. Then mark your 
interest on the coupon and mail it today for full informa- 
tion on what I.C.S. can do for you! 


Clip coupon here-and take your first big step to real success! I.C.S., Scranton 15, Penna. 


Accredited Member 
National Home Study Council 


ail * 


BOX F-473BF. Scranton 15, Penna. (In Hawaii: P. 0. Box 418, Honolulu. In Canada: I.C.S. Canadian, Ltd., Montreal.) 

Without cost or obligation, rush me FREE Success Kit, with 3 valuable booklets: (1) How to Succeed; (2) opportunity booklet 
about the field I’ve checked below; (3) Sample I.C.S. Lesson. 


ARCHITECTURE and 
BUILDING TRADES 

□ Air Conditioning 

□ Architecture 

□ Arch. Drawing 

□ Building Contracting 
and Estimating 

□ Carpentry & Millwork 

□ Heating 

□ House Planning 

□ Painting 

□ Plumbing 
ART and DESIGN 

□ Commercial Art 

□ Fashion Illustrating 

□ Interior Decorating 

□ Magazine Illustrating 

□ Show Card & Sign 
Painting 

□ Sketching and Painting 
AUTOMOTIVE 

□ Auto Body Rebuilding 

□ Auto Electric 
Technician 

□ Automobile Mechanic 

□ Engine (Gas & Diesel) 

□ Engine Tune-Up 

Name 

Home Address 

City 

Occupation 

Employed by 


□ Transmission 
Specialist 

AVIATION 

□ Aero Engineering 

□ Aircraft Drafting 

□ Aircraft Mechanic 
BUSINESS 

□ Accounting 

□ Cost Accounting 
H Public Accounting 

□ Bus. Administration 

□ Executive Training 

□ Marketing 

□ Personnel-Labor 
Relations 

□ Programming for 
Digital Computers 

□ Purchasing Agent 

□ Real Estate 

□ Salesmanship 

□ Sales Mgmt. 

□ Small Business Mgmt. 

□ Traffic Mgmt. 
CHEMICAL 

□ Analytical Chemistry 

□ Chem. Engineering 

□ General Chemistry 


□ Lab. Technician 

□ Nuclear Energy 

□ Plastics 

□ Pulp, Paper 
CIVIL ENGINEERING 

□ Civil Engineering 

□ Construction Engrg. 

□ Highway Engineering 

□ Reading Structural 
Blueprints 

□ Sanitary Engineering 

□ Structural Engineering 

□ Surveying & Mapping 
DRAFTING 

□ Architectural 

□ Electrical and 
Electronic 

□ Mechanical 

□ Sheet Metal 
ELECTRICAL 

□ Elec. Appliance 
Servicing 

□ Electrical Engineering 

□ Elec. Eng. Technician 

□ Elec. Motor Repairman 

□ Industrial Electronic 
Technician 


□ Industrial 
Telemetering 

□ Instrument Technician 

□ Practical Electrician 

□ Practical Lineman 

ELECTRONICS 

□ Automation 

□ Basic Electronics 

□ Electronic Computers 

□ Electronics Technician 

□ Hi-Fi Stereo and 
Sound Systems 

□ Industrial Electronics 

□ Ultrasonics 
ENGINEERING 
(Professional) 

□ Chemical 

□ Civil 

□ Electrical 

□ Mechanical 
ENGLISH and WRITING 

□ Better Business 
Writing 

□ Introductory 
Technical Writing 

Q Short Story Writing 


□ Practical English 
HIGH SCHOOL (Diploma) 

□ High School General 

□ High School Math 

□ High School 
Secretarial 

□ High School Vocational 

□ College Preparatory 

MECHANICAL and SHOP 

□ Gas and Electric 
Welding 

□ Industrial Engineering 

□ Industrial 
Instrumentation 

S Machine Design 
Machine Shop Practice 
□ Mechanical 
Engineering 
□ Reading Shop 
Blueprints 
□ Tool Design 
□ Toolmaking 
□ Safety Engineering 
SECRETARIAL 
□ Clerk-Typist 
□ Professional Secretary 


□ Shorthand 

□ Stenographic 

□ Typist 

STEAM and 
DIESEL POWER 

□ Boiler Inspector 

□ Power Plant 
Engineering 

□ Stationary Diesel 
Engineering 

□ Steam Engineering 
SUPERVISION 

□ Foremanship-Suprv’n 

□ Personnel-Lab. Rel’ns 
TV-RADIO 

□ Radio and TV Servicing 

□ Radio-Telephone 
License 

□ TV Technician 

□ Practical Radio-TV 
Engineering 

MISCELLANEOUS 

□ Railroad 

□ Textile 

□ Other (please specify) 

Age Sex 


.Zone State. 


.Working Hours. 


-Special low rates to members of U. S. Armed Forces! 
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A confidential tipsheet for men on money, maidens and general merriment . . . 


QUICK CASH Gents with scuba gear and the fare to Africa 
can go skin-diving for a new-found treasure-trove of $490,- 
000,000 in diamonds. Just-discovered diamond field is in 
the Atlantic sea bed, just off Southwest Africa . . . 
Chances are if you take a girl out for a night on the town 
in the next few months, you'll find an extra $4-5 in your 
pocket the next morning. Explanation: nightspot-owners, 
who've lost a lot of their expense-account customers, are 
now buttering up the boy-girl groups with soft lights, 
sweet music, lower tabs . . . Firestone, Colorado, (25 mi. 
north of Denver) will give y ou a free building lot for home 
or business , on improved streets with all utilities. All 
you have to do is promise to build within a reasonable 
period ... If you're a bright boy you'll figure out a way 
to make a fast buck out of the 4000 Worl d War I doughboy 
helmets the City of New York is selling for peanuts . . . 
There ' s real gold to be made in setting U£ a guide service 
for foreign visitors to the U. S. A. (there will be over 
100,000 more of 'em this year than last) ; but you gotta 
know the languages . . . Some people can't resist a contest 
— even if they're bound to lose. One TV station offered 25 
words or less to anybody who sent in $500. They got two 
$500 checks . . . When you get married, you give Un c le in 
the Striped Hat an automatic "wedding present" of $18-25 
(That's excise taxes of about $15 for the engagement ring, 
$2.50 for the wedding band, $3 for the honeymoon suitcase.) 
. . . You don't h§ve to be an a rtist to make money in the new 
art boom ; if you have the purely mechanical knack of copy- 
ing Old Masters you can sell all you turn out at $35-100. 
(The art dealers vend 'em for as much as $150.) . . . Stop 
over at the Monte Carlo Hotel in Miami Beach for seven days 
and they slip y ou the key s t£ a 1963 compact car . . . 

THE BIG PAYDAY Dem a nd — a nd salaries — for helicopter 
j ock eys are zooming ; within five ye ars , they'll be aver ag- 
ing $400 a week — more than m ost air l in e pilots. Reason: 
whirlybirds are being used for more and more tasks — sur- 
veying, laying power and pipe lines ; short-hopping freight, 
ferrying executives. One Chicago outfit just started ad- 
vertising products by flashing pictures on a huge screen 
in the sky — hung from a helicopter . . . Lots of guys over- 
look fabulous pay drawn by school janitors. Many earn m^re 
than teachers — as high as $9500-10,000 , in the lar ger 
school s ystems. One janitor in Massachusetts makes more than 
everybody but the principal. A nd all it^ takes is general 
ha ndyman s kill s ... If you're a TV repairman, go learn 
Greek, and in five to eight years you'll write your own 
ticket oversea s with t he upcom ing Greek TV networ k . . . 

Theres a move on to start a national "Dropouts Anonymous," 
with ex-delinquents persuading teeners not to quit high 
school . . . (Continued on page 38) 




6 





... the exclusive CTI Learn-and-Practice method which 
enables many students to earn money in spare time — 
as they train for a top-pay job or their own business 


This Is Your 

“Home Training Shop" 


REAR VIEW 


KitL 


25 

20 Shop. P^ojecti. 

Learn by Practicing— Get Experience 

The new CTI semi-sealed condensing unit. You 
build this heavy-duty commercial-type unit from 
25 kits that CTI sends without extra cost. You 
complete 20 Shop Projects. After assembling unit, 
you may then build an air conditioner, freezer, 
refrigerator or milk cooler. 

Mechanic’s Tools 

You get wrenches, tube 0 Q S > )■' jj I 

flaring tools, hammer, | | j !, f, 

tubing, fittings, gauges III \ y ¥* » » i 

and other items used 1 I " JL " L.Jr 

by the experienced me- | I), i s' n 

chanic. Everything is of * , > Jf W* U I I ’ 

professional quality. f ” 7 

Best of all, CTI trains 1 R | 

you to use tools with M , jj 

speed and skill. “ 1__ 


You build an 
denting unit 

“A demand for many thousands of additional mechanics who can install, 
maintain, and repair air-conditioning and refrigeration equipment is ex- 
pected in the 1960s,” the U.S. Dept, of Labor reports. “The use of air-condi- 
tioning in offices, stores, and theatres is increasing tremendously. In homes, 
the number of centrally installed air conditioning units doubled between 
1957 and 1960.” The growth of refrigeration in food preservation and in the 
manufacture of synthetic rubber, oil, high-test gasoline, medicine and drugs 
is also stressed by the Labor Dept. Want to be a mechanic in this great- 
growth field? Find out how— by mailing coupon below for complete infor- 
mation! No obligation. 

Easy and Interesting Course 

CTI’s exclusive home study course is 
expertly written, clearly illustrated, 
easy to understand. It offers up-to- 
date knowledge and includes kits of 
tools and parts that you assemble 
into a working unit. It provides job 
experience projects which help you 
put knowledge to practical use. It’s 
prepared especially for men who’ve 
had no previous experience. You’ll en- 
joy CTI lessons. 


Make Money as You Tniin 

Many CTI students 
eafn money in spare 
time. Some handle 
servicing for food 
stores, restaurants, 
taverns, etc., on a 
monthly fee basis. 

Others work part time 
with local dealers. 

Many make service calls to homes on 
their own. 


Go in Business— Be the Boss 

Opportunities to go in 
business are available be- 
cause air conditioning is 
one of America’s two 
fastest-growing industries. 

Start in a small way work- 
ing from your home, and 
gradually expand. In time, you may 
want to add a sales division. Manu- 
facturers offer attractive franchises 
and aids to ambitious and qualified 
men. Many CTI graduates report they 
are starting repair shops. 


Graduates Praise Training 

“I started my own business. Earn 
from $800 to $900 a month.”— Dale 
Landsberger, Okla. “Have gone into 
trucking refrigeration. My wages have 
tripled.” — James Wiest, Minn. “I quit 
my $75 a week job and am now 
making $120 a week in a refrigeration 
shop.”— Roy Goldsworth, Wyo. “Am a 
repair man and earn $200 a month over 
what I used to."— Albert Baum, 111. 

Over 50,000 Graduates 

CTI is one of the nation’s largest Bbn-„ . „ ddi 
home study institutes and has 
graduated over 50,000 men. CTI 
is the only school in this field 
that sends parts-kits to build real 
equipment. 


Important nows for the Inex- 
perienced man who needs a 
short cut to a better job, more 
money and greater security. 


FREE! THREE VALUABLE OPPORTUNITY BOOKLETS 

Investigate your opportunities for a better-pay job or your own 
business in an industry that has grown by 400% the past 12 years. 
Just fill out and mail coupon and we'll send our school catalog, lesson 
samples and a booklet of testimonials from grateful graduates. Act 
today. ^ 


CLIP COUPON BEFORE YOU TURN 
THIS PAGE-MAIL TO CTI TODAY 


COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS ^ 

Accredited Member National Home Study Council 


1 COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 

| 1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE Dept. R-216, 
| CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS 

■ Send mo your 3 free booklets. Success in Air Condi- 
tioning and Refrigeration; Lesson Samples; and Proof 
| from Graduates. No obligation. 

I NAME AGE 

I 

| ADDRESS 

B CITY ZONE STATE 







Two Frenchmen were flirting with “The incomparable Stalin.” 

the cutie-pies outside a Paris cafe when “And who is your mother?” 

they saw two women coming toward “The incomparable Soviet Union.” 

them arm in arm. “That’s very good. And now, what 

“Oh, my God!” cried one in alarm. would you like to be when you grow 
“That’s my wife and my mistress!” up?” 

“ Your wife and mistress!” cried the “An orphan.” 



other. “I was about to say the very 


same thing!” 


• • • 


• • • 

One guy we know, as a joke, adver- 
tised for a wife in a personal column. 
He got over 400 replies, most of them 
which said: “Take mine.” 

• • • 

A worried mother whisked her too 
frisky teenage daughter to a head 

shrinker. During the first consultation, 
the doctor asked: 

“Are you troubled by indecent 

thoughts?” 

“Goodness, no,” replied the girl. “I 
rather enjoy them.” 

• • • 

A girl’s attractiveness begins when 
she becomes too big for her sweaters 
and ends when she becomes too big 
for her britches. 


A school kid in Czechoslovakia was 
once questioned by a Soviet school 
inspector during the Stalin era. 

“Who is your father?” 


How many people would agree that 
a clear conscience is often a matter of 
a bad memory? 

• • • 

A pretty girl who loses at strip poker 
has one consolation: the more she 
loses the more she has to show for it. 

• • • 

Joe: How is a woman like a prize- 
fighter? 

Moe: She won’t play the game until 
she sees the ring. 

• • • 

The reason girls do things today 

their mothers wouldn’t think of doing 
is precisely because their mothers 
didn’t think of doing them. 

• • • 

Ted: How was your date yesterday? 
Ed: Not bad. I took her on a picnic. 
Ted: Well, what was she like? 

Ed: Oh, she’s strictly the down-to- 
earth type. 



A racehorse is unique among four- 
footed animals because it is trained to 
take thousands of people for a ride at 
the same time. 

• • • 

A man who was curious to find out 
if there was any truth to the traveling 
salesman jokes deliberately got his car 
stuck in the mud in a rainstorm along 
a country road. Then he knocked at 
the first farmer’s house he saw. 

“I can give you a room,” said the 
farmer, “but I ain’t got no daughter.” 

“Oh, well, then, how far is it to the 
next farmer’s house?” 

• • • 

Men who have money to burn have 
started many a young girl playing with 
fire. 

• • • 

When a businessman returned to 
the office with a deep tan after his 
vacation, his secretary asked how he 
enjoyed it. 

“Well, this friend of mine invited 
me to stay in his secluded cabin in the 
mountains for good hunting and fish- 
ing. Free of the night life for a while 
— no liquor, no parties, no dames. 
What a life!” 

“Sounds great. Did you catch any- 
thing?” 

“Who says I went?” 

• • • 

A taxpayer is a person who doesn’t 
have to go through a civil service exam 
to work for the government. 

• • • 

In the old days, a man’s greatest 
fear was that she would take it to 
heart. Now his greatest fear is that she 
will take it to court. 
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SEARCH for SENSATION BOOKS 


At last. . .you can share man' s incredible 
journey through the ages in search of- i 
Sensation . Passion , Erotica . Sensual Pleasure 


Available in this coun- 
try for the first time at 
INCREDIBLE SAVINGS 
Up To 67% ! 


1 . THE MARQUIS DE SADE. By C. R. Dawes. Selec- 

tions from dramatic works. Aline et Valcour, La 
Philosophic dans le Boudoir, Justine, ou les Malheurs 
de la Vertu, Juliette, ou les Prosperites lu Vice, Les 
Crimes de I’Amour, Zoloe et les Deux Acolytes, Les 
120 Journees, etc. Originally published in Europe. 
Softbound. Pub. at $3.00. Only $1.95 

2 . HUMOR PACKAGE. Just what the doctor ordered. 

WHAT'S NUDE by Fred Gwynne and Peter Basch, pub- 
lished at $1.50 and JAIL KEYS MADE HERE by Lee 
Boltin and Patrick Dennis, published at $1.50. A 
$3.00 value. Both for $1.95 

3. THE JEWEL IN THE LOTUS: A Historical Survey of 
the East. By Allen Edwardes. Intro, by Dr. Albert 
Ellis. Drawn from first hand sources, here is every 

R hase of sexual life in the Orient — heterosexual, 
omosexual, autoerotic and bestial. In addition, the 
author investigates the religious origins of sex 
practices. Biblio. 307 pages. Special $6.50 

4. AN UNHURRIED VIEW OF EROTICA. By Ralph 
Ginzburg. Intro, by Dr. Theodor Reik. Preface by 
George Jean Nathan. The first book ever published 
with all the basic facts about erotic literature in the 
English language. Discusses the 2,000 hard core 
titles of erotica in Rare Book Rooms and on Re- 
stricted Shelves of world’s great libraries. Here are 
synopsis and passages from FANNY HILL, selections 
from the unexpurgated LADY CHATTERLY’S LOVER, 
the complete story behind Mark Twain’s little known 
"1601,” and Frank Harris’ MY LIFE AND LOVES. Fine 
binding boxed. Large size page. 

Pub. at $6.50 in Limited Edition. Only I3..95 

5. the MARRIAGE BED: An Analyst's Casebook. 
By Harry F. Tashman, M.D. A profound examination 
of the sexual habits and customs of the American 
married couple in city, suburban and rural life, 
illustrated with case histories. Amazing, intimate, 
frank, unusual. Published at $4.95. Now only $3.49 

6 . the GIRDLE OF CHASTITY: A Medico Historical 
Study. By Eric John Dingwall. A fascinating, scholarly 
and scientific history of one of the strongest, crud- 
est and most humiliating devices fashioned by man, 
and perhaps the most foolish— the chastity belt; how 
jealous men held their wives and daughters in cruel 
subjugation; how women gained their freedom; sur- 
prisingly recent and widespread use of the chastity 
belt; a survey of poems, stories and books jn which 
they are mentioned. Special $1.98 

7 LOVERS, MATES, AND STRANGE BEDFELLOWS. 

Old-World Folktales. Edited by J. R. Foster. 40 wonder- 
ful folk tales from Ireland, Armenia, Greece, Turkey, 
Russia, France, Germany, etc., full of ancient lore and 
superstition. Pub. at $3.50. Only $1.00 

8 . EROS AND EVIL, The Sexual Psychopathology of 
Witchcraft. By R. E. L. Masters. The first systematic 
modern study of the sexual behavior of witchesf and 
witch hunters!), showing how sexual intercourse of 
humans with devils was the central theme of witch- 
craft. “A significant contribution to psychological 
literature.” Bibliog., index. 352 pp. Only $8.50 


KAMA SUTRA 
of 

YATSYAYANA 



12 DICTIONARY OF APHRODISIACS, by Harry E. 
Wedeck. A literary and historical survey of aphro- 
disiacs, their ot ; ectives, techniques and effective- 
ness, ranging all over the world and from antiquity 
to the present. 

Pub. at $10.00 Only $5.95 

13. SEXUAL SYMBOLISM: A History of Phallic Wor- 

ship. By Richard Payne Knight & Thomas Wright. 
Intro, by M. F. Ashley Montagu. A magnificent volume, 
profusely illustrated, consisting of two major his- 
torical works in the study of phallic worship which 
have until now been virtually impossible to accuire. 
A Discourse on the Worship of Priapus and The Wor- 
ship of the Generative Powers, constitute works of 
scholar.'-ip and learning in human experience which 
has for ng remained a forbidden territory. Ulus. 
420 pp. Only $7.50 

14. VIRGINITY-PRE-NUPTIAL RITES AND RITUALS. 

By Ottokar Nemecek. Here is the history of mankind's 
attitudes, customs, and practices regarding Virginity 
In all primitive societies-lndian, African, European, 
etc. Ulus, with many photographs. 

Pub. at $4.75 Sale $1.98 


9. Long forbidden in America . . . 
perhaps the greatest masterpiece ever 
written on the rich culture, love tech- 
niques and exotic practices of the 
mysterious East. A delight for the 
sophisticated reader, it widely dis- 
courses on the gentlemanly art of 
seduction, the arousing of desire, and 
the creation of sensual pleasure. It 
presents an intimate picture of the 
urbane Indian civilization . . . where 
living was an art and pleasure, a sacred 
ritual. 

Translated into English by Sir Richard 
Burton, Unexpurgated and softbound. 

A must for every collector and con- 
noisseur. Pub. at $5.00 NOW $2. 9 8 

10 SEXUAL DEVIATIONS IN THE FEMALE. By Louis S. 
London, M.D. A distinguished psychiatrist analyzes 
all forms of female sexual deviation, devoting sev- 
eral chapters to promiscuity, exhibitionism, nympho- 
mania with vampirism and lesbian love, plus 17 actual 
case histories. Invaluable data for psychiatrist, psy- 
choanalyst, informal laymen. Only $3.95 

1 l . CURIOUS CUSTOMS OF SEX AND MARRIAGE. By 

George Riley Scott, J. Ph.S. A factual resume of sex 
and marriage that is also an intimate history of people 
both strange and familiar. Here are facts obscured 
in antiquity or ignorance and equally fascinating 
ones in our present society. Illustrated. 312 pages. 
Pub. at $7.50. Only $2.98 
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15 DICTIONARY OF EROTIC 
LITERATURE. Ed by H E. 
Wedeck. A huge, classical 
volume tracing the erotic 
theme throughout literary his- 
tory from earlier civilization 
to the present Includes all 
variations of the amatory 
motif, normal and perverted, 
human and bestial, ranging 
from ancient Greece to China 
and India, from France to 
Arabia and Africa Illustra- 
tions and bibliography. 

Pub. at $10.00 Sale $5.95 


16 FORBIDDEN SEXUAL BE- 
HAVIOR AND MORALITY: An 
Objective Re-examination of 
Perverse Sex Practices in Dif- 
ferent Cultures. By R E. L. 
Masters. Thoroughly discusses 
the facts and legends of 
human-animal sex contacts, 
homosexual acts (male and 
female), among others. "No- 
where in the scientific or 
, semi-scientific literature is 
l anything found that can in 
completeness and objectivity 
be compared to the Master’s 
book. 431 pages. Only $9.50 


I BELLAN COMPANY, DEPT. B-7, 1140 BROADWAY, N. Y. 1, N. Y. 

j Enclosed Please Find Q Check >...l~~l Cash O Money Order.^ 

j PLEASE SEND ME THE BOOKS CIRCLED BELOW, I am over 21: /^Ao^\Q\ 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 14 15 16 iZtf MUST Be\£\ 

IMPORTANT: Add 25c to cover mailing. [z( PLEASED J»| 

I NAME Vj^.ithin 10 fioyu 

I ADDRESS 

I CITY & STATE 

j Q Also send me a list of new available books. (Canadian and Foreign Orders Add $1 . 




THE TIME OF MY LIFE 


{Had any exciting, colorful personal adventures lately ? Write them up in 500 
words, send them to BLUEBOOK, 260 Park Avenue South, New York 10, N.Y.. 
and receive $25 for each one we print. Sorry, manuscripts can't be returned.) 



:he Teller: Harry Leslie Jr. Boston, Mass. 

{£ S».S"T«N? 4 bJ 9 | 5 BIN« WITH « COUP! 

it nnlv have happened to a wild young kid. 
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out like a light. Never- 
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YOURS! rP= THIS COMPLETE 
50-PART RECORD LIBRARY 

FOR PRACTICALLY THE SAME PRICE AS ANY ORDINARY, RUN-OF-THE-MILL ALBUM 

HERE ARE JUST A FEW OF THE SELECTIONS IN THIS GIANT MUSIC LIBRARY 

Seventy Six Trombones: MUSIC MAN • Get Me To The Church On Time: MY FAIR LADY • Some Enchanted Evening: SOUTH PACIFIC 
Luck BeA Lady: GUYS AND DOLLS • Song From Moulin Rouge: Jimmy Rodgers • Souvenir D'ltaly: The DiMara Sisters 
Cottage For Sale — Old Black Magic: Billy Eckstein and Billy May Orch. • Shennendoah: Jimmy Rodgers • I Love Paris' CAN-CAN 
Around The World - Laura: Symphony of the Air \ Secret Love: Billy Eckstein and the Billy May Orch. 

Fine Romance: Julius La Rosa Hey There: PAJAMA GAME • Maria — Tonight: WEST SIDE STORY 

Stormy Weather: Sarah Vaughn I'll Be Seeing You: Sarah Vaughn 

Lady Be Good: Pearl Bailey , My Funny Valentine: Dorothy Donnegan 

Stella By Starlight: Joe Williams § ft You’re Just In Love: CALL ME MADAM 

W ftiimmoriimo' PHDfiCV Akin DCCC 


Carousel Medley: CAROUSEL 


Yes, 25 of the greatest Broadway musical show- 
stoppers PLUS 25 of the greatest “pop” hits— 
all original recordings by the stars themselves- 
all at a price so low it’s absolutely unbelievable! 

Yes it’s true ! A giant 50-part library of music — 
not merely a collection of famous tunes — but the 
actual original recordings by the star performers 
who have sold records by the millions — 25 top 
Broadway show songs PLUS 25 of the greatest 
“hit-parade” songs of all time. . . all yours on this 
special introductory offer for virtually the same 
price as any one single LP record by itself. 

WHEN HAVE YOU EVER SEEN SUCH A 
COLLECTION OF STARS IN ONE SINGLE ALBUM! 

Here, compiled by experts is the cream of Amer- 
ican music . . . truly great performances from such i 
thrilling shows as South Pacific, Can-Can, Music 
Man, Oklahoma, Guys and Dolls, West Side Story 
plus a host of other shows that make you feel as if 
you were sitting in the theatre itself. . . that’s how 
accurate and faithful these original masters are 
cut! 

Here to entertain you for hours on end are such 
renowned performers as Sarah Vaughn, Billy w 
Eckstein, Jimmy Rodgers, Pearl Bailey, Julius " 
La Rosa, Dorothy Donnegan ... and that’s only a 




small sampling of the headliners that make this 
offer by far the most spectacular in the entire his- 
tory of the record business. 

ONE GIANT ALBUM THAT IS 
A MAGNIFICENT COLLECTION ALL BY ITSELF! 

Yes, here is a sweeping panora la of music that 
encompasses the best in Americ n music. A collec- 
tion that would cost you a smaL fortune were you 
to purchase each one individually in the stores. A 
collection that will thrill you and your family for 
|T years and years to come ... one so great that we 
invite you to prove it to yourself in the privacy of 
your own home. 

AMAZING TRIAL OFFER 

Yes, to prove to you how spectacular an offer this 
really is we want you to play this remarkable 50- 
part album of music in your own home for one 
week... and without risking a penny. We want 
you to hear for yourself what mere words cannot 
possibly describe — the finest collection of popular 
and show music ever assembled. And if at the end 
of one week you don’t agree that this album is 
easily worth 5 to 10 times the price we ask. . . sim- 
ply return it ... you have tried it absolutely free 
... it has not cost you a penny ! 


ONLY 




95 


the 

MUSiC 

Library 

^* * * * * * * ** ******** 

I SHOW TUNES & ALL TIME MITES * 

;! **************** 


AVAILABLE STEREO OR HI-FI 


-MAIL AMAZING TRIAL COUPON TODAY- 


MUSIC LIBRARY INC. Dept. 604 

460 iMtoften A YM»«, New Y«fc 17, N.Y. 

Please send my album of 50 great pop and Broadway hits on two 33H RPM records 
as checked below on your Amazing Trial Offer. If this album does not give me over 
2 hours of the world’s greatest pop and show tunes sung and played by big name 
artists . . . then you will refund my money immediately. 

□ I enclose $4.95 on full money-back guarantee. 

IMPORTANT ! Be sure to check type album desired : 

□ 2 12" 33% RPM REGULAR 
HIGH FIDELITY RECORDS 

□ 2 12" 33% RPM 

SPECIAL STEREO RECORDS 


CITY ZONE STATE 

□ send C.O.D. I will pay postman $4.95 plus .75 postage and handling 
same money back guarantee applies 
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They DREW their way from “Rags to Riches” 

Now they’re helping others do the same 


By REX TAYLOR 

Albert dorne was a kid of the slums who 
A loved to draw. At 13, he quit school to 
support his family. But he never gave up his 
dream of becoming an artist. 

Although he was working 1 2 hours a day, 
he began to study art at home in his spare 
time. At 22 he was earning $500 a week as a 
commercial artist. Dorne rose higher and 
higher — until he became probably the most 
fabulous money maker in the history of 
advertising art. 

Dorne’s“rags-to-riches”storyisnot unique. 
Norman Rockwell left school when he was 
15. Stevan Dohanos, famous cover artist, 
drove a truck before turning to art. Harold 
Von Schmidt was an orphan. Robert Faw- 
cett, known as “the illustrators’ illustrator,” 
left school at 14. Austin Briggs once lived in 
a cold-water flat, now has a magnificent 
contemporary home over 100 feet long. 

A plan to help others 

In 1 946 these men met with six other famous 
artists — A1 Parker, Jon Whitcomb, Fred 
Ludekens, Ben Stahl, Peter Helck, and 
John Atherton. 

Dorne outlined to them a plan for sharing 
their good fortune with others. Dorne pointed 
out that artists were needed all over the 
country. And thousands of men and women 
wanted very much to become artists. What 
these people needed most was a convenient 
and effective way to master the trade secrets 
and professional know-how that the famous 
artists themselves had learned only by long, 
successful experience. “Why can’t we,” asked 
Dome, “develop some way to bring this 
kind of top-drawer art training to anyone 
with talent ... no matter where they live or 
what their personal schedules may be?” 

The idea met with great enthusiasm. In 
fact, the twelve famous artists quickly 
buckled down to work — taking time off 
from their busy careers. Looking for a way 
to explain drawing techniques to students 
who would be thousands of miles away, they 
turned to the modern methods of visual 
training. They made over 5,000 drawings 
especially for the school’s magnificent home 
study lessons. And after they had covered 
the fundamentals of art, each man con- 
tributed to the course his own special “hall- 
mark” of greatness. For example, Norman 
Rockwell devised a simple way to explain 
characterization and the secrets of color. 
Jon Whitcomb showed how to draw his 



NORMAN ROCKWELL — this best-loved 
American artist left school at 15. 



ALBERT DORNE — one of the top money makers in commercial art. From window of his luxurious 
studio high above New York, Dorne can see the slums where he once lived. 


“glamour girls.” Dorne showed step-by-step 
ways to achieve animation and humor. 

Finally, the men spent three years work- 
ing out a revolutionary, new way to correct 
a student’s work. For each drawing the 
student sent in, he would receive in return a 
long personal letter of criticism and advice. 
Along with the letter, on a transparent 
“overlay,” the instructor would actually 
draw, in detail, his corrections of the stu- 
dent’s work. Thus there could be no mis- 
understanding. 

School is launched; students succeed 

Thus was born the Famous Artists Schools — 
whose classrooms are the students’ own 
homes and whose faculty is the most fabulous 
ever assembled in the history of art teaching. 
Today the School has thousands of active 
students in 62 countries. The twelve famous 
artists who started the school as a labor of 
love still run it and are fiercely proud of 
what it has done for its students. 

John Busketta is a good example. He was 
a pipe-fitter’s helper with a big gas company 
until he enrolled in the school. He still works 
for the same company — but now he is an 
artist in the advertising department, at a 
big increase in pay. 

Gertrude Vander Poel had never drawn 
a thing until she enrolled. Now a fashion- 
able New York Gallery exhibits and sells 
her paintings. 

Don Golemba of Detroit stepped up from 
railroad worker to the styling department of 
a big automobile company — by showing his 
work with the School. Now he helps design 
new car models. 

A great-grandmother in Ohio decided to 
study painting in her spare time. Recently, 
she had her first “show,” where she sold 
thirty water colors and five oil paintings. 

Eric Ericson worked in a garage while he 
studied art at night. Today he is a successful 
advertising artist, earns seven times as much 
. . . and is having a new home built for 
his family. 


"Where are tomorrow’s artists?" 

Dorne is not surprised at all by the success 
of his students. “Opportunities open to 
trained artists today are enormous,” he says. 
“We continually get calls and letters from 
art buyers. They ask us for practical, well- 
trained students — not geniuses — who can 
step into full-time or part-time jobs. 

“I’m firmly convinced,” Dorne goes on, 
“that many men and women are missing an 
exciting career in art simply because they 
hesitate to think that they have talent. Many 
of them do have talent. These are the people 
we want to train for success in art . . . 
if we can only find them.” 

Unique art talent test 

To discover people with talent worth de- 
veloping, the twelve famous artists created a 
remarkable, revealing 12-page Talent Test. 
Originally they charged $1 for the test. But 
now the school offers it free and grades it 
free. Men and women who reveal natural 
talent through the test are eligible for train- 
ing by the school. 

Would you like to know if you have 
hidden art talent? Simply mail coupon be- 
low. The Famous Artists Talent Test will be 
sent to you without cost or obligation. 

I 1 

I Famous Artists Schools 

I Studio 5869 , Westport, Conn. I 

[ I would like to find out whether I have art talent [ 

I worth developing. Please send me, without I 
| obligation, your Famous Artists Taient Test. | 

I Mr. ) 

I Mrs. > Agr j 

! M iss ) Please Print 

J Address J 

| City £one | 

I County State I 

I Accredited by the Accrediting Commission, j 
! National Home Study Council, Washington, D.C., J 
I a nationally recognized accrediting agency. | 

I _-J 
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EXCLUSIVE REPORT 


BOLD CHALLENGE TO THE USSR: 

OUR NEW 
UNDERSEAS 
AIR FLEET 

WBMKKKUBBKKtk by DON KNIZE 

No idle dream but a drawing-board reality 
America’s super-squadron of bomber-pilots. 
Sub-launched from 60 feet below the 
Atlantic they will fly undetected to 
enemy cities. This will make any act of 
WW Iff aggression pure suicide. 

STORY STARTS ON NEXT PAGE 
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L ESS than a month before the Allied landings in Nor- 
mandy in June 1944, three German warships met at 
a secret rendezvous in the South Atlantic some 1,800 
miles from the nearest land. Two were Hitler’s biggest 
U-boats out from the reinforced concrete pens on the 
Bay of Biscay. The third was a fast supply-ship. Just 
before dawn the cargo winches on the floating “mother” 
vessel began to lower food, ammunition and diesel fuel 
into the submarines. It was thought to be a routine, safe 
operation. The Nazis knew that few shore-based planes 
could sweep out this far, that most Allied hunter-killer 
groups were busy pursuing the Third Reich’s “wolf 
packs” up north. 

At 6:40 a.m., all that changed abruptly. Suddenly 


there was a mounting buzz on the horizon, and a small 
black dot appeared against the blinding glare of the 
early morning sun. Startled, the Germans ran to man 
their anti-aircraft batteries. But the dot refused to co- 
operate. It dove down to within a few yards of the waves, 
roared closer with the thunder that could only come 
from a multi-engine plane. 

“Where did the schwein come from? Where?” de- 
manded the skipper of the U-121 bitterly. 

Those were the last words he ever spoke on that 
vessel, for a few seconds later the rapidly closing air- 
craft flipped in a high-speed torpedo that blasted the 
U-121 to the bottom. The same plane hit the supply ship 
with a pair of 250-pound bombs that wrecked the steer- 


14 



ing gear, started a major blaze in the stern fuel tanks 
and destroyed the mother’s main battery of 5.9 inch 
guns. 

The other submarine escaped with only four dead 
and nine wounded. As the twin-engine aircraft raced 
away, it’s radio operator tapped out an alert that soon 
had two British light cruisers racing to the scene. Before 
nightfall, the 8,600-ton German supply ship Otto Mann- 
heim was sinking from dozens of shell-holes punched 
into her hull by the Royal Navy. 

The airplane that caused all this grief for Hitler’s fleet 
was Free French, and it had been launched from one of the 
most unusual carriers afloat. In fact, the carrier was not 
afloat but submerged most of the time. It was an im- 


mense 3,000-ton submarine, then the largest undersea 
boat in the world and the forerunner of new types of 
submarines that may dramatically revolutionize naval 
warfare. 

Today; engineers and marine designers on both sides 
of the Iron Curtain are working on an amazing under- 
water fleet that may spell the end of surface armadas 
forever. 

“With the increasing use of nuclear power-plants tor 
submarines and the continuously improving types of 
streamlined hulls becoming available,” one senior scien- 
tific consultant at the Pentagon declared in March 1963, 
“there are practically no limits to the kinds of under- 
water craft we can expect ( Continued on page 40 ') ^ 




MISSION FOR MURRAY’S COMM ANDOS: 

KNOCK OUT ‘CYCLOPS’ 




They told the Yank frogman to break 
p the Nazi transmitter in a lighthouse 
guarding the Tyrrhenian Sea. 
But they didn’t tell him what else was 
stashed there— a dozen fiery signorinas 
and the liveliest bordello this side 

of La Dolce Vita. 


A S the German patrol boat hove to, three shadowy figures 
slipped overboard on the blind side of the Italian fishing 
trawler and ducked under the curving wooden hull. The date 
was 22 January 1944, the hour 0030, the place the Tyrrhen- 
ian Sea; about a mile or two offshore Ponza, largest of the 
island group known as the Isole Pontine. 

The German searchlights played across the trawler’s 
deck, catching a still-life, motionless frieze of Italian fisher- 
men, masts, booms, hatches, lines. On the prow of the 
German patrol boat, a squad of Kriegsmarine waited with 
Schmeisser machine-pistols at the ready. 

“We are just fishermen returning from three days at 
sea,” the Italian skipper called out, finally, breaking the 
silence. “We want to put in at Ponza.” 

There was no reply. Grappling hooks secured and a 
gangplank laid, the Kriegsmarine boarded the Italian craft 
and made a meticulous search. They checked the skipper’s 
cabin, crew’s quarters, engine compartment, even shone 
flashlights into the bilge sections. They peered into all 
storage areas, opened closets (Continued on page 44) 
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WANTED 


Russell - jumped ban 
after assault charge. 


Biase— fled, and hid 
t from murder rap. 


-butchered 

housewife. 


Marquette- 
an Oregon 


Cole-killed a cop in 
a Cal. tavern hold-up. 


Young-psycho rapist, 
escaped from asylum. 



, ki n ers pot on the feds’ “Big list” since 
Of 177 rapists, crooks and kille p ^ ^ 0 , | arge . If 

its inception a doien yea« ag , ^ stumbling up , 0 the 




Brletic 
line al 


s _ kidnapped 
asked $100,000. 


Smith-engineered big 

break from Wise. t ail. 


held up Kan- 
with shotgun. 





by A. V. LORING 


\ 
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O N A beautiful day early in June, 1961, a debauched 
bum named Richard Laurence Marquette murdered 
a 23-year-old Portland, Oregon housewife with a keen- 
edged hatchet, chopped off her head and hacked her 
body to pieces in the most grisly orgy of human butchery 
in the annals of West Coast crime. 

After disposing of the head and several parts of the 
corpse in various sections of the city Marquette, for 
reasons known only to himself, stored the remainder in 
his own home refrigerator and froze it into a solid chunk 
of meat. 

On the following morning he was suddenly gripped 
by the fear of getting caught. He walked out to U.S. 99 
with a few dollars in his pocket and thumbed a ride on 
a tank truck rumbling southward. 

Marquette had succeeded in hitch-hiking across the 
Mexican border by the 8th of June, three days later, 
when the severed hand of a woman was discovered in a 
culvert in southeast Portland. 

By nightfall having learned that a particularly sadistic 
killer was on the loose, women throughout the city were 
in a state of hysteria. 

By nightfall, too, detectives of the homicide squad 
found several additional pieces of the victim’s body, 
established her identity by fingerprint comparisons and 
were questioning people in her neighborhood about sus- 
picious-looking characters possibly seen loitering near 
her home. 

Since the word “suspicious” is somewhat vague and 
subject to interpretation by individual citizens it is under- 
standable that half a dozen strangers were described to 
the detectives as the probable murderer. One of them 
was Marquette. It took a few days to narrow down to 
him as the most likely prospect. 

When part of a frozen female carcass was found in 
his refrigerator any vestige of doubt was dispelled. The 
hunt for him was on throughout the state. 

It soon seemed logical to local authorities that Mar- 
quette had taken off for unknown parts far beyond 
Oregon and they requested the assistance of the FBI. 

G-men joined in the search, authorized by a 1934 
statute which makes it a Federal violation for a suspect 
against whom local process is outstanding to flee inter- 
state to avoid prosecution when charged with murder, 
assault with a dangerous weapon, mayhem, burglary, 
rape, kidnaping, extortion accompanied by threat of vio- 
lence, robbery or an attempt to commit any of these 
crimes. In 1956 the crime of arson was added. 

Such was the nature of the shocking crime that the 
FBI promptly placed Marquette on its “Ten Most 
Wanted Fugitives” list. 

Less than a day later the office of the FBI Special 
Agent in Santa Barbara, California, received a telephone 
call from an excited citizen in Santa Maria, about 50 
miles north. 

“I’ve just seen one of the fellers you’re looking for. 
Richard Marquette.” 

Who is this talking?” the Special Agent asked po- 
litely. 

“Wait a minute — ” the voice hesitated. “Say, do I 
really have to give my name?” 


“I’d like to know to whom I’m speaking. I assure you 
that the FBI does not divulge the name of an informant.” 

“Well, in that case — ” 

The man gave his name. He was a young chap who 
had gone into a local military surplus store to buy camp- 
ing equipment which he intended to parcel post to his 
brother in Porterville. The clerk seemed new. He was 
unfamiliar with the stock. Furthermore the package had . 
been wrapped clumsily. 

“I didn’t think anything about it until I went to the 
post office. I was addressing the package when I hap- 
pened to look up at a “wanted” circular on the wall. The 
photograph looked exactly like the feller who waited on 
me. Except that the feller in the store had grown a 
mustache.” 

An hour and a quarter later the Special Agent walked 
into the store in Santa Maria and arrested Marquette 
He had a deadly switch blade in his pocket but the G-man 
closed in too fast for him to think of using it. 

Marquette admitted his identity. He was broke when 
he slipped into Mexico and he had been unable to find 
work there. So he had hitch-hiked his way northward 
again as far as Santa Maria where he obtained a part- 
time job in a store. 

R ICHARD Laurence Marquette was given a special 
niche in the FBI’s Hall of Infamy.'He shares it with a 
fast moving robber named Joseph James Brletic: 

In the 13 years since the “Ten Most Wanted Fugi- 
tives” was established, these two were apprehended 
within 24 hours after their names were added to the list. 

Brletic was wanted by the FBI for unlawful interstate 
flight to avoid prosecution for a robbery committed in 
Clayton, Montana. He picked the small town of Lan- 
caster, California, 1,600 air line miles away as a good 
place to hide out until the heat was off. He discovered he 
was wrong on the following day when a couple of G-men 
walked in on him. 

“After an individual commits a criminal act he usually 
wants to get as much mileage as possible between him 
and the scene of the crime,” FBI Director J. Edgar 
Hoover points out. 

The “Top Ten Fugitives” located to date have been 
arrested an average of some 900 miles from the point 
where the crime for which they were charged was com- 
mitted. This is the approximate distance from Pittsburgh 
to Kansas City or from Salt Lake City to Portland, 
Oregon — distances which encompass approximately one- 
third of the breadth of the continental United States. 

The distance champion, and undisputed record holder 
for the past three years is Joseph Corbett, Jr., now serv- 
ing life in a Colorado penitentiary. 

Corbett, a California escaped convict, was sought by 
G-men for the kidnap-murder of Colorado industrialist 
Adolph Coors, III, in February, 1960. FBI agents picked 
up his trail in Chino, California, trailed him to Denver, 
Atlantic City, Toronto, Winnipeg. With the help of the 
Canadian authorities they finally caught up with him at 
Vancouver, eight months later. 

Marquette, Brletic and Corbett were three of the 164 
out of 177 top criminals who were apprehended after 
their names were added to the list, an amazing box score 
for any organization of man hunters to chalk up. 

On March 14th, 1963, (Continued on page 52) 
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"Oh, we can make notes later. Miss Wilkerson 




N 0 BOdY 

he r e 
BuT us 

LUSTY 

RAsCaLs 


From an innerspring mattress to a spring in outer space— 
wherever they look, BLUEBOOK’s cartoonists 

see joints jumping with the same hot-breathed scamps 
out for their same age-old prey: dames. 






"I told you— nothing 
excites my husband anymore, 


"Oh dear! We have three 
house guests and only one 
guest room— does anyone 
have a suggestion?" 


I'm ready to be mounted! 











The Fabulous Career of “Madame Drachma 


IIER name was Elva Contabulis, but they called her 
■■ Madame Drachma after the coin she loved so well. 

She came to Athens in 1947 from a hill village in 
northern Greece. She was then 16; she owned nothing 
but a lithe, busty body, a change of underwear and 
120 drachmas — about enough for a roll and a cup 
of coffee. 

When she left Athens in 1962, she owned an ocean- 
going yacht, six palacial summer houses and approxi- 
mately $2,000,000 worth of stocks and bonds divided 
among the Greek and Western Shipping Company, 
the Europa Shipping Corporation and the Pakadilis 
Manufacturing Company. These were only part of her 
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At 16, she rode into post-war Athens on a 
panting for money and men. By 30, her sui 
had become, playgrounds for millionaires of 
and she herself Europe’s richest prostitute 


by James Collier 




ALL GREECE WAS HER LOVE PEN... 


holdings; her net worth, never fully catalogued, has 
been estimated at between $4,000,000 and $5,000,000. 

And one other thing. When she first rode into 
Athens she was nearly virginal, having slept with only 
six men. When she was forcibly ejected from the city, 
she had slept with 5,000. 

Her story should be told — if for nothing else, for the 
moral it points. Today Elva Contabulis lives in exile 
on a tiny island in the Aegean Sea. Her house, a ram- 
shackle stone-and-mortar hut, has room only for her- 
self and the withered crone who serves as her maid. 
She has an annuity just large enough to buy basic 
necessities, but even that income will stop if she leaves 
the island. 

Yet her poverty-stricken situation — after 15 years 
of almost unimaginable opulence — somehow doesn’t 
depress Madame Drachma. In the evenings, for ex- 
ample, when the old crone serves her simple meal, she 
is always careful to set a wine glass on the opposite 
side of the table. She talks to the wine glass. “Come, 
drink up old fellow, you’re off your feed. Mustn’t be 
that way, Little Elva likes her men to be strong. We 
have a night’s work ahead of us, my man . . 

Madame Drachma, in a word, is crazy as a loon. 

P RECISELY what made Elva Contabulis so desir- 
able that men threw fortunes at her is difficult to say. 
She had neither elegance, wit nor charm. In fact, she 
remained excessively vulgar throughout her career, as 
will shortly be seen. Perhaps her most striking feature 
was her mouth. Large, and extraordinarily mobile, it 
made men feel instantly that this was a woman who 
desired: desired wine, money, clothes, sumptuous food, 
and above all, men. The feeling was always proven 
true. Elva was endowed with incredible appetites. 

She had her first man in the craggy mountains of 
Macedonia. She was 15. Greece, bombed heavily and 
economically ruined by WWII, was in chaos. Elva’s 
father had been killed in a post-war rebellion. Her 
mother spent her days drinking filthy wine in the cafes, 
and her evenings searching for men to pay for the wine. 
Cut loose from all parental discipline, Elva daily roam- 
ed the hills above Langados — ostensibly to hunt for 
wild strawberries which she could sell for a few drach- 
mas in the village. 

Actually, she was hunting almost savagely for men, 
for any sort of sexual thrill to help fill up her empty 
days in that war-tom land. The first man she found 
was a mentally defective goatherd, sitting motionless 
on a rock and staring out over the countryside. She 
put down her basket, dropped to her knees and crept 
up behind him. She touched his back, giggling and 
beginning to pant; he shrieked and darted away. Elva 
chased him from rock to rock, finally trapping him 
against a ledge. The man was frightened out of his wits. 
She laughed and ripped off her dress, the only piece 
of clothing she wore. Then she dropped again to her 
knees and crawled forward like a wolf closing in on a 
stag. 
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The goatherd whimpered and cringed. When she 
reached him Elva simply tripped him up and raped 
him. That was when Elva learned that if you go straight 
for what you want, you usually get it. 

For the next year, Elva sought better men. Her 
approach was direct. She would pick her mark — 
usually a shopkeeper or school teacher she knew from 
the town — walk up to him and say, “Give me a hun- 
dred drachmas.” Her prey usually did. Then Elva 
would seduce him. 

In March 1947, Elva’s mother died of tuberculosis 
complicated by cirrhosis of the liver brought on by 
alcoholism. It rained the day of the brief almost un- 
attended funeral. Somebody, out of kindness, gave 
Elva 300 drachmas and Elva promptly walked away 
from the cemetery and down the road toward Athens, 
200 miles away. 

A half hour later she was sitting in a Mercedes- 
Benz belonging to one Oscar Benzel, a Czechoslo- 
vakian dealer in olives and chocolate. “Where are you 
going, little girl?” Benzel smiled indulgently. 

“Athens,” Elva said. 

The Czech looked startled. “Going to see relatives, 
I assume?” 

“No. To amuse myself. And get rich. Do you mind 
if I take off my dress? It’s wet, and I’ll catch a cold.” 

His jaw hanging open, Benzel watched the 16-year- 
old strip off the garment and now just in her under- 
wear, turn and ask, “Have you got a cigarette?” 

He gave her one, stunned by her supple figure but 
too confused to act. Nervously, he asked, “What pre- 
cisely do you mean when you say you want to amuse 
yourself?” He had to make sure. 

She shrugged. The question was obvious. “Eat. 
Drink champagne. Go for rides on boats and cars. And 
have many lovers.” 


Oscar Benzel became the first of them. Benzel owned 
a white building off Place Omonias, which housed his 



Jaime was led out of room to spare him the sight of Elva's 
beating. Pando whipped the gun across her mouth. 



As 


the timid goatherd cringed in terror behind a rock, Elva laughed lustily, ripped off her dress and leaped at him. 


offices in the bottom, and himself in the top. Here he 
packed Elva away in what he hoped was cold storage. 
Benzel had to travel a lot. He did not trust Elva, and 
did his best to keep her content during his absences. He 
decorated the apartment lavishly and imported a fully 
stocked G.E. freezer from America He bought her 
English whiskey, Spanish brandy and several magnums 
of French champagne. 

One day he returned from a trip to find three naked 
men lying on the floor doing push-ups, each with a 
full glass of champagne balanced on the small of his 
back. 

Eva was naked also. “Darling,” she cried, “I’m so 
glad you’re back. See the wonderful game I invented. 
The man who can do the most push-ups without spill- 
ing the champagne is the winner.” 

“And what,” Benzel snarled, “is the prize?” 

Elva pouted. “But please, Oscar, there is plenty of 
me for everybody. I won’t wear out.” 

Benzel thereafter locked Elva in her rooms when 
he went off on trips. This was emphatically not Elva’s 
style. She began then systematically to ruin Oscar 
Benzel. 

In this enterprise she had the help of a shrewd 
young Albanian named Helel Grannick, later Helel 
Ganalos, and for a short period when he posed as an 
American, Henry Grant. Grannick, in his middle 
twenties at the time, had been washed up in Athens 
by the tides of war. He was extraordinarily ambitious, 
and almost totally devoid of morals. (He was sub- 
sequently twice charged by Athenian authorities with 
murder, but escaped conviction both times.) 

Grannick wore a big red mustache, and it was this 
which attracted Elva as she was staring pensively out 
onto Place Omonias one evening, locked in the apart- 
ment. Mustachio,” she shouted gleefully. 

Grannick stopped and stared up. Then he bowed. 
“I am pleased that you notice.” 

“I would like to see it closer,” she shouted again, 
“but unfortunately my husband is jealous and has 


locked me in.” 

“A pity. Pretty birds should have their liberty.” 

“Undoubtedly a locksmith could make a key, if you 
explained that you were my husband and had lost 
yours.” 

Helel Grannick thus acquired a key to the apartment, 
Elva Constabulis, and ultimately, a good deal of Oscar 
Benzel’s wealth. Grannick, at the time, was down on 
his luck. Elva’s first move was to sell jewelry Benzel 
had given her and provide him with an apartment and 
six new suits. Then Grannick went into the chocolate- 
importing business. Elva had merely to weasel out of 
the unfortunate Benzel inside information on ship- 
ments, prices and contracts. She copied his business 
papers, poured over his ledgers and read his mail. Arm- 
ed with this information, Grannick bankrupted Benzel 
in a matter of months. Then he took over the business. 

Two days after Benzel’s final disgrace, he walked 
into the apartment to find Elva standing on the top of 
a table quite naked, skipping rope with a double strand 
of pearls Grannick had bought for her. Grannick was 
counting for her. The truth began to dawn. 

“Whore,” Benzel screamed, tears of rage and frus- 
tration coursing down his cheeks, “Bitch, I’ll kill you 
both.” 

He fled from the room and 15 minutes later burst 
back in raging and screaming, in his hand an American 
.45. Elva sat in front of him on the over-stuffed divan, 
eating an apple. She was now dressed. “You bitch, I 
going to shoot you and then I will cut your body to 
pieces and fling the meat out into the streets for the 
dogs.” He raised the pistol. 

That was when Grannick stepped out from behind 
the door and shot Benzel in the head from six inches 
away. 

The case was officially termed a suicide, though for a 
time the police were suspicious. So were the news- 
papers, one of which, on January 12, 1948, ran the 
banner headline: “Woman Questioned in ‘Suicide’ of 
Chocolate Importer.” More ( Continued on page 58) 
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“How you compare me weeth ze speedy au 
ees most any way hokay,” allows top-paid, 
vital (36-21-35) French cover-girl 
Mercedes. “Eef only you do not make ze 
pun zat I am how-you-say zupped-opp . . 
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In Marche 1 956, an ex-OSS Bostonian 
was given a new name and a suicide 
assignment— to steal from the 
Kremlin its most explosive cold-war 
secret. Here, for the first time, 
is the chilling account of his 61 -day 
hide-out ordeal behind the Iron Curtain. 


M OSCOW, March 5, 1956, Seven p.m. 

Soviet counter-intelligence agent Gregor Kosuks 
rested for a minute in a Treqoiska St. subway kiosk. He 
had been tracking a man named Ivan Balto. Kosuks did 
not actually know who Balto was, only that he had been 
ordered to track him by his KGB superiors. He’d been 
doing so for two hours now, he was a large flat-footed 
man and he was very tired. 

The man Balto was below him on the subway platform 
— slim, wiry, about 32, with white-blond hair. Possibly 
a Finn, thought Kosuks curiously; he wondered what he 
had done. A train roared into the platform. Kosuks 
sighed, hauled his 205-pound bulk from the wall he’d 
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spy was crashing through East-West barrier, less lucky freedom-seekers were being turned back at Berlin gate 


been leaning on and slowly descended the stairs : obvious- 
ly, Balto planned to board the train; there was no need 
to rush. 

But the lethargic Red was suddenly thrown into con- 
fusion. Balto did not wait for the train to stop. As the 
train’s roar overwhelmed all other sounds, Balto abruptly 
turned and raced through a throng of converging pas- 
sengers in Kosuks’ direction. The fat, flabbergasted agent 
flung himself back to let Balto pass him on the stairs; he 
had no intention of showing his hand by trying to stop 
him. 

In a split-second of terror, Kosuks saw that Balto did 
not wish to pass him, but stopped at his side, a small, 
blunt-nosed revolver in his hand. Kosuks felt the gun 
muzzle press into the folds of his stomach, heard the 
train still roaring and squealing in the echo-chamber of 
a station below. He did not hear the shot; he did not 
even feel pain. He slid slowly down the wall, the tail of 
his jacket sliding up as he rubbed against brick, until he 
was sitting rather awkwardly on a cold stone step. 

He pressed the hole in his gut with both hands and 
peered at his murderer with glazing eyes. He reached out 
feebly for Balto’s heel, but the heel was fast-disappearing 
out the kiosk into the maze of alleys and streets in Mos- 
cow’s Gorky district. 

What will happen to my wife?” said Kosuks weakly 
to a ticket agent who rushed up a minute later to help 
him. Then he closed his eyes and died 
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T HE above incident took place midway in one of the 
most sensational cold-war missions ever perpetrated. 
For Ivan Balto was not a Finn as the unfortunate Kosuks 
had suspected; he was Frank Paul Murdoch, American 
by birth, Russian by upbringing — on a secret assignment 
to procure from the Kremlin a copy of Khrushchev’s 
anti-Stalin speech to the 20th Party Congress, before that 
speech was made public. 

The importance of that assignment was made plain 
to Murdoch two months before. Not a regular govern- 
ment employee, he was called to Washington from his 
Boston hardware store where his superior outlined the 
mission. 

“If we publish that speech before the Kremlin informs 
the Russian people and the satellite countries, then we’ve 
made a propaganda coup with consequences we can’t 
exactly predict, but we can guarantee it will make the 
biggest explosion since the A-bomb. 

“But why me?” said Murdoch with ill-humor. 

“Because the man in possession of the document won’t 
transfer it to anyone but you. He won’t trust anybody 
else.” 

“Who is he?” 

“Nikolai Voldonev. your old pal from the OSS days in 
the war. Voldonev, has gone far — he’s now the KGB’s 
top representative to the inner councils of the Kremlin — 
but not for long. Since Beria was liquidated, his days are 
numbered. So, the deal is, Voldonev will get the Khrush- 
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chev speech for us if we arrange for his defection. You 
will be his contact.” 

“So, without me, you might as well can the plan.” 

“Right. We are counting on your cooperation. We 
know your problems. You drink too much and you 
haven’t been able to keep a job since the war. And we 
know why. When you were in the OSS, you betrayed 
your best friend to the Nazis because you had reliable 
info that he was a double agent whose ultimate loyalty 
was to the enemy. Then you found after the war, the 
information was phony. From that time on you’ve sworn 
, espionage work, but maybe this job will help you 

atone for your feeling of responsibility for your friends 
f death.” 

“Maybe,” Murdoch grunted. “Okay, I’ll take the job.” 

A PHONY identity was created for Murdoch which, by 
the unseen hands of Western agents, was slipped into 
the KGB files of Moscow. His name was to be Ivan 
Balto. There was an actual Balto who was currently on a 
hard-to-locate assignment in Kirgluzia, near China. But 
a phony file was substituted for the real one and agents 
were to see that as long as Murdoch was in Moscow, 
Balto would stay in Kirgluzia. 

Francis Mudroch was shipped to the Bad Godesberg 
training camp in West Germany. It was run by the NTS 
(after its Russian motto: Nesem Tiranam Smert — Death 
to the Tyrants) which is, at this moment, the only suc- 
cessful underground anti-Red counter-intelligence move- 



German Reds push off in dinghy to pick up would-be escap- 
er they shot in canal. Murdoch got through via railroad. 



Khrushchev's angry anti-Stalin speech to secret congresi 
had, unknown to him, been stolen and made public in U. S 


ment on Communist Russian soil. The CIA used the 
network as a channel for their undercover work, 
and as a means of slipping their agents into Russia. All 
the NTS members had to be Russian-born. Murdoch 
qualified, because though he was bom an American 
citizen, he was half-Russian and grew up in Russia not 
coming back to the U.S. until he was 15. 

The NTS only new Murdoch by his phony identity, 
and had no idea of the nature of his mission. However, 
less than a week went by before Murdoch discovered the 
camp was honeycombed with Communist agents. Then 
he remembered that during the 30’s the Reds had infil- 
trated NTS leadership at the top, and set up a trap, which 
resulted in most of the West’s effective leaders ending 
up in Red prisons or facing the firing squads. 

Murdoch stormed the informal administrative office 
of the camp and yelled at the man who was to be his 
future partner, Vasily Kosnetsov. 

“But why don’t you clean the place up?” he asked 
furiously. 

“How could we?” Kosnetsov replied with a shrug. 
“No one here has any idea what anybody else’s job is. 
That’s the only security we need. Let the Communists 
send their men over. Every now and then one of them 
defects, and we can use them.” 

“But how can you run a place with such stupidity?” 

Wait a while and you’ll see how it works. 

A few days later, Murdoch was present when a double- 
agent was uncovered — by Kosnetsov himself, who noticed 
that in an exercise on the control of prisoners the agent 
tied a man’s hands behind his back with a knot used 
exclusively by the Soviet GRU (military intelligence). 

But Murdoch really exploded the night Kosnetsov in- 
sisted they go to a brothel. Murdoch who intended to stay 
sober and was not in any mood for any of the women, 
went along to keep an eye on Kosnetsov. When he found 
the place crawling with NTS “students” and agents, his 
faith in the organization deteriorated completely. 

(Continued on page 63) 
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One fell 500 feet to his death from the blazing 
Italia’s gondola. Six more drifted towards 
the North Pole, never to be seen 
again. But still others remained 
—ice-bound survivors of the worst 

history— to commit 1 >, 


blimp disaster in 
the most horrible act of their lives 


by K. T. LEONARD < 

G ENERAL Umberto Nobile, 43, a small, energetic. 

man with deep brooding eyes, walked to the front 
of the cabin of the dirigible Italia and dropped a glass 
ball filled with red dye out of the right-hand porthole. 
He stood timing the ball’s descent with a stopwatch, 
from a height of 500 feet over the North Pole. 

The dye cut a crimson gash on the stark white 
ice below, but General Nobile took little notice of the 
color clash. Dropping the ball had confirmed his worst 
fears. Though the ship’s nose (Continued on page 72) 
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Behounek and the two crewmen 
struggled in terror. The blazing blimp, 
which had thrown them clear, was 
nosing towards their helpless bodies. 



Of thousands of Japs who fled to hills during mass U. S. 
invasion of Philippines, most surrendered at war's end. 


Six years past, WWII was just a 
dim memory to the two land 
surveyors idling through the 
Philippines. Until, out from 
the bush and screaming, “Banzai!” 
charged armed remnants of the 
Nipponese Army— to make them 
POWs in one of the strangest 
captivities in history. 


by L. N. DELL 


A T ABOUT three p.m. on June 11, 1952, along a 
mountainous, jungle trail on the island of 
Mindoro in the Philippines, American land sur- 
veyors Doug Kramer and Mel James were feeding 
chips to a cookfire. With them was their Tagalog 
guide. 

Suddenly, something snapped in the dense bush. 
On the chance it might be a tamarau, a small but 
vicious jungle buffalo, the 32-year-old Kramer 
lunged for the Winchester he had propped against 
a boulder. As he did so, Felipe suddenly pointed 
to the bush and cried out in a mixture of disbelief 
and horror. 

A rifle cracked and broke off Felipe’s scream. 
Struck in the chest and face, his features blotted 
with blood, the guide dropped to his knees, then 
fell face down into the fire. Shaking off their 
momentary paralysis, both Kramer and James 
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Some never-say-die troops held out, however, and periodically captured Americans such as surveyors Kramer and James. 


dove to their right as a fresh burst of rifle fire spattered 
the earth nearby. 

Coming out of his spin, Kramer glimpsed a blurry 
figure darting through the foliage. Flipping the Win- 
chester to his shoulder, he snapped off a shot from a 
prone position. Than a pair of naked feet struck him from 
behind and, a second later, a calloused heel banged 
into his face, snapping his head back with tremendous 
force. 

Somewhere off to his right he heard James scream. 
Foggily, he tried getting up when the naked heel lashed 
out a second time, catching him deftly under the chin. 
He rolled over twice, ending up on his back. The last 
thing he remembered was the sky changing swiftly from 
bright blue to black. 

Kramer came to with a taste of blood in his mouth 
and a dull pounding inside his head. As his vision cleared. 


he spotted the sheen of metal alongside his right cheek- 
bone. It turned out to be a bayonet, the tip poised some 
three inches above his throat. Next, he spotted the man 
crouched above him, naked except for a skimpy breech- 
clout and a dirty, visored cap. Kramer’s eyes widened 
with shock. 

The unblinking, almond eyes and the narrow face 
fitted no Filipino type Kramer had ever seen. The man 
was Japanese. 

Moments later a second man carrying a rifle came 
up, and they motioned Kramer to get up. A bit behind, 
James, who had been clubbed out with a blow from a 
rifle butt, was being hauled to his feet by two others. 
Now a fifth one appeared. He was taller than the others, 
thirtyish, wore a pair of home made sandals, a ragged 
pair of pants and the tattered remains of a military tunic. 
From his belt, two grenades (Continued on page 78 ) 
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( Continued from page 6) 


JFK Youth Corps heads privately scared 
Corps will draw thugs, switchbladers. They 
insist program, which will enlist 60,000 a 
year, is not for juvenile delinquents, 
though minor scrapes with the law won't keep 
a guy out . . . Bed. salesmen report they're 
makin g out like ga ngbusters , earning as m uch 
as $1000 a m onth in commissions. Reason: 
customers have gone ape over new king-size, 
queen-size and swing beds . . . E ducator s 
figuring new way to a dd a whole y ear to a 
college man ' s wage-earning lif e : by squeez- 
ing normal 4-year college course into 3 . . . 
Direct quote from a NY employer: M find it 
almost impossible to get good bookkeepers 
at $125 per week . . . and there are pa ges 
and pa ges of want ads in the newspapers" 
... If you're an electrician, the place 
for y ou is Detroit , where the union is fix - 
ing it so th at , betwee n j obs, you get $50 
a week besides an Unemploym ent check . . . 


SOLDIER SLANTS Army psychologists in- 
sist chowhounds make the most vicious 
fighters . . . Since some camps are 
cracking down on GIs hobnobbing with "fun 
girls, " s ome of these free enterprise bim- 
bos are getting their tele phone numbers 
past the cam p guar ds via those toy r ockets 
. . . Those angry Red charges of poison gas 



warfare in Vietnam are a real joke. The 
stuff they're yelling about is a harmless 
weed-killer squirted from Yank plane s to 
strip leaves', expose Communist guerilla s 
in the ir jungle hide o uts . . . International 
headlines will soon erupt over those booby - 
tra p pe d package s being sent tp German sci- 
entists who used tp wor k for H itler , now 
toil for Egypt . . . New, official book 

about celebrated Kennedy PT-109 , spells out 
fact that the whole affair was a goofup by 
the mosquitoboaters . . . American spy- 
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masters are exultant — they've now found a 
device that can wiretap official Russian 
phones , pinpo int missile launch pads ... 

GIRL DEPT. If you want to make out with 
a Moslem girl, don’t touch her with your 
left hand. By her, it's evil . . . Latest 
attraction for doll-watchers may well sweep 
the country: two Minneapolis cafes have 
babes in ne ar-invisible bikinis cavorting 
in a pool smack-dab in front of male cus- 
tomers' tables. Don't leave this minute, 



famous sexpot blew Beantown in a hurry when 
somebody lifted her silken unmentionables. 
She knew that undies a re the pet weapon of 
the Boston strangler . . . Japanese geisha 
girls have now gone modern ; they drin k cock- 
tails , play guitars instead of the tradi- 
tional samisen — and they're all taking up 
golf . . . Psychologists now say that the 
best time of day to sc ore with a first kiss 
is between 4:50 and 5:00 in the a fternoon ; 
then a girl is physically relaxed and hasn' t 
yet put up her "nighttime defenses" . . . 
Best time to score a touchdown is 9 p.m., on 
the eve of your second date, say the experts 
. . . Tokyo lady drivers a re carrying silk 
h andkerchiefs with a map of the city pn 
them , so they don't have to ask a gent if 
they get l ost . . . That red-headed English 
playgirl who was linked with a top British 
Minister and some nude photos was also 
hooked up with some Very Top American Brass 
... Keep an eye on how a f emale handles her 
skirt~ and you ’ 11 get some key clues to her 
char acte r : If she checks the back of her 
skirt when she gets up, she's prudish; if 
she keeps smoothing it after she sits down, 
she's fussy and probably a nag; if she 
cr oss es her legs t he second she sits down, 
she ' s cautious — but willing . . . Word from 
behind the Iron Curtain is that bloomers- 
under-dresses which used to be such a damper 


to romance are now out. But there ' s stil l a 
big logistical problem : Red ladies now wear 
two or three sets of panties . . . Now that 
the Feds have cracked down on the rascals 
who were selling land by mail, there's a 
new dodge: they're using pretty dolls to 
peddle acre age sight unsee n . . . Surf girls 
are the wil d new thing on the West Coast. 
The ir uniform is white , tight l evis a nd a 
par ka — and to swing with them, you've got 
to be awfully damn nimble on a surfboard for 
two . . . 

IT’S A CRIME Don't shoot a bald eagle in S. 
Dakota, as there'll only be one left in the 
whole damn State. B ald Ea gle shortage has 
a uthorities worried. There are . only 2 in 
S.D. and in Mississippi and North Carolina. 
Florida has the most — a piddling 529 . . . 



most outrageous in Milwaukee. One guy, re- 
fused admittance, broke into the basement, 
set fire with lighter fluid to the base of 
the chimney, told the owner his furnace 
needed ma.j or repairs. Another faker told 
an old couple their heating system suffered 
from "loose packing around the kidney." 
And one crook ripped out cold air ducts 
before the owner's eyes, stomped on them, 
extorted a $1,300 contract for a new fur- 
nace . . . All the junkies are really trying 
to get into England since tha t TV scene 
showing how Blighty shelters dope addicts 
. . . Cops all over Japan are ordered to 
crack down on "special services" being give n 
in 300 Turkish baths . . . Sing Sing guards 
say that the man named Charles Wood, elec- 
trocuted for 5 killings, was the coolest of 
them all . ^n the chair , he cracked , "Gentle- 
men, you are a bout to see an important sci- 
entific experiment — the effect of elec- 
tricity on Wood !" . . . Postal dicks are 
cracking down on outfits that mail sample 
razor blades, patent medicines. Claim 
they're dangerous to kids ... An FBI ex- 
pert warns U.S. businessmen that they, too, 
are being spied on by the Russians. Says 
FBIer Fred Stukenbroeken, "At t his hour the 
United State s is the targe t of Sovie t in- 
dustrial e spionage on a m ammoth scale" . . . 
In Alabama a cattle rustler in a plane flew 
low over a herd of beef, "cut out" a heifer 
from the r est , landed, s hot it with a ri fle , 
packed it aboard a nd flew off again . . . 
They're talking in law-enforcement circles 


about the most vicious new suburban pastime 
— "daughte r swa pping, " where Dads exchange 
adolescent daughters for a night of fun & 
games . . 

NEW AND AMAZING Now if you are a 

Calif ornia booster, you can use this : In- 
terior Florida has more rainstorms than 
anywhere else in the U.S. A. . . . There's a 
new plunger gizmo that shoots a gas car- 
tridge into plugged up toilets, drains, 
clears them out like sixty. (You get it from 
Universal Jet, Inc., 4969 Weeks Avenue, San 
Diego, Calif.) . . . A Hawaiian State Senator 
named Kazuhisa Abe wants to a bolish Christ- 
mas , Good Friday, replace them with Buddha 
Day . . . Doctors now find that the ancient 
technique of bloodletting, long discred- 
ited, can rel ieve certain heart conditions 
. . . Young crowd now scorns the Chewy as 
lacking speed, picjuip, refer to it scorn- 
fully as "the doll buggy." . . . There ' s a 
g reat new convertible la dder that fits an 
auto trunk, can be added to, and can be set 
up as a scaffold . . . (Norsemen, Inc., 2916 
4th Ave. S. Minneapolis) . . . Watch for 
the new instant beer cooler . . . And if 
you're up around St. John, New Brunswick, 
Canada, grab a l ook at the Reve rs ing Falls 
— the y go backwards , uphill, that is . . . 
Some gas stations will now stamp your license 
number on hubcaps to discourage thievery 
. . . Pretty soon, if lumbermen have their 
way , you'll be wearing wooden suits , eating 
wooden cookies and mayonnaise . . . The Rus- 
sians have a new compact car, the Sputnik, 
that's just over three feet high, ge ner- 
ates 15 h.p. , carr ies two a dults a nd two 
kiddie s, very uncomfortably . . . Latest 
scientific scoop is that your brain works 
best while you're walking. Now you can get a 
bran ding iron that marks your cookout s teaks 
"R" for rare, "M" for medium, "W" for well 
done . . . The Piper Cub people have just 



successfully teste d a plastic airplane . . . 
They've just found out that queen bees can 
tal k to each other ; th e y're not so s ure 
a bout the workers . . . Detroit automakers 
are going to throw away all their current 
engines inside of ten years, when the revo- 
l utionar y new Wanke l e ngine goes into pro- 
duction. It ' s no bigge r than your hat , con- 
sists main ly of two pie-shape d plates and 
a rotor that spins . between them, runs on 
cheapo fuel, lasts forever . . . 
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in the next 20 years.” 

“I assume that we can have sub- 
marine troop transports within 15 
years after the money is appropri- 
ated,” Dr. Harold F. Lavery told an 
American Legion group in Illinois 
last year. Lavery, a prominent marine 
architect, went on to explain that he 
was not just day-dreaming but that 
designs for such vessels already 
existed. 

“Not only can the United States 
construct much larger Polaris-firing 
submarines that can hurl up to 48 
atomic warheads about 2,000 miles,” 
Commander Warren Field declared in 
Montreal recently, “but there has 
been some serious investigation of 
underwater aircraft carriers. In view 
of the extreme vulnerability of the 
existing carriers, this should hardly 
be surprising.” 

“Even more likely to be constructed 
in the next seven or eight years is a 
fleet of cargo submarines,” Captain 
Heinrich Giessler told the Bremen 
Nautical Society on March 26, 1963. 
Giessler, who is an officer of the 
Deutsche Gesellschaft fuer Ortung 
und Navigation (German Navigation 
Society) disclosed to the North Am- 
erican Newspaper Alliance that the 
West German government had al- 
ready commissioned “technical studies 
for a nuclear submarine cargo ship, 
which would operate independent of 
wind, waves and ice at speeds up to 
50 knots . . . Captain Giessler’s group 
visualizes submarines displacing 6,000 
to 7,000 tons, with speeds of 40 to 50 
knots and an operating range of 130,- 
000 miles.” 

This idea is hardly a new one, aside 
from the size of the craft and the plan 
to use atomic power. Even back in 
World War I when the British Navy 
was attempting to choke off Ger- 
many’s war industry by cutting off 
raw materials, the Kaiser’s navy was 
operating two imperial-sized sub- 
marines named the Bremen and the 
Deutschland as cargo craft to break 
the blockade. They specialized in 
moving high-cost and light-weight 
items such as industrial diamonds, 
machine tools, chemicals and metals 
not available in Europe. During 
World War II, both the Third Reich 
and its Nipponese allies ran similar 
sub cargoes — including rubber and 
tin, diamonds and radar equipment — 
from the North Sea to Yokohama in 
both directions. 

“Nipponese cargo subs brought at 
least 11,000 shells, 38,000 rounds of 
mortar ammunition, millions of ma- 
chinegun bullets and 490 tons of food 


to their troops on Guadalcanal,” 
military historian Edgar Rand wrote 
in 1947. He went on to state that this 
flow of supplies probably sustained 
the Japanese resistance on the island 
a full three months longer than it 
might have otherwise endured. 

Many nations are today even de- 
veloping plans for underwater tankers. 
The Electric Boat Division of the 
gigantic U.S. General Dynamics in- 
dustrial combine has specifications 
for several, including a 700-foot-long 
98,000-tonner that could carry 40,- 
000 tons of oil at a brisk 40 knots. 
The U.S. Maritime Administration 
has actually awarded a research con- 
tract for study of an even larger, 963- 
foot underwater tanker with a dis- 
placement of 101.000 tons. Such a 
vessel, half again as big as the Queen 
Elizabeth, is no longer a pipe dream. 

Development of sub-surface squad- 
rons ranging from atomic mine-layers 
to- 2,000 troop transports is not lim- 
ited to the non-Communist world. 
The Russians have already demon- 
strated their faith in such craft by 
building the biggest fleet of sub- 
marines in history — more than 550 
combat submersibles operating all 
over the world. 

Most of these are considered con- 
ventional craft, but the same can not 
be said about the “underwater battle- 
ships” that Stockholm papers reported 
under discussion by Red Fleet ad- 
mirals last winter. According to the 
Swedish press, the U.S.S.R. has blue- 
printed a new class of huge sub- 
marines that could each fire 1 80 in- 
termediate range ballistic missiles tip- 
ped with H-bomb warheads. These 
deep-sea dreadnaughts, each manned 
by a crew of 70 officers and 400 men, 
would make Jules Verne’s science fic- 
tion novels seem naive by comparison. 

Another model for tomorrow’s un- 
derwater armadas is the so-called 
“Octopus” designed by an Italian 
engineer named Alfredo Traminelli, a 
craft that would carry up to 100 frog- 
men close to an enemy harbor and 
then launch them — each riding an 18 
m.p.h. motorized “sea sled” — to de- 
liver their demolition charges. The 
Italians were of course the first nation 
to use underwater demolition teams 
(U.D.T.) effectively during World 
War II. Traminelli’s “Octopus” would 
have six large “escape trunks” or air- 
locks to turn the “sleds” loose swiftly. 

Right' now — today — the United 
States Navy is expanding the effec- 
tiveness of its own U.D.T. teams 
through the use of three man “sea 
sleds.” Although The Pentagon is un- 


derstandably reluctant to tip its hand 
about future weapon plans, foreign 
naval experts such as Captain Etienne 
Sinceleur have predicted that big subs 
to deliver entire companies of frog- 
men will be moving from the drawing- 
boards into the shipyards within “the 
next 12 to 15 years, maybe sooner.” 
The Russians are believed to have 
more than 7,000 U.D.T. specialists, 
plus four different types of sub-sur- 
face “chariots” that now cruise up 
to 40 miles at speeds ranging from 
four to eleven miles an hour. Two 
Soviet submarines, both of which 
have been sighted near American 
bases in the Pacific in 1961-1962, are 
known to carry up to a dozen frog- 
men each. 

The reason for this drastically ac- 
celerated increase in underwater 
squadrons of all sorts is simple. Three 
pieces of equipment that came out of 
World War II have made all surface 
craft extremely vulnerable. These are 
(1) the long range patrol bomber, 
which can now fly more than 10,000 
miles, (2) amazingly sensitive radar, 
which can scan many hundreds of 
miles from either a plane or a ship, 
(3) nuclear warheads, which may be 
used in either rocket or bomb and 
which are so destructive that an ac- 
tual hit is no longer necessary. This 
terror trio has created grave doubts 
about the wisdom of constructing any 
more conventional battleships or air- 
craft carriers. Even if such vessels 
carry their own air defense units, they 
certainly can not operate in large 
fleets as they did formerly. As was 
so graphically and destructively dem- 
onstrated in the United States atomic 
tests near Bikini, an armada such as 
the one used by Admiral “Bull” Hal- 
sey against the Japanese would be a 
sitting duck for today’s nuclear war- 
heads. A single H-bomb would re- 
duce a complete fleet to “hot” hulks, 
killing 80 per cent of the crews. One 
enemy fighter could whistle in at 
1 ,200 m.p.h. through even the toughest 
anti-aircraft and flip in the lone bomb 
that could convert a surface squadron 
to a statistic. 

Admirals on either side of the Iron 
Curtain know this. Their most logical 
solution is to take to the bottom of 
the sea. Of course, both the Soviet 
Union and the U.S. have been making 
immense strides in new weapons de- 
signed to kill off each other’s growing 
underwater armadas. Anti-submarine 
arsenals now include nuclear rockets 
that can plunge beneath the surface 
and hit a raider with charges 1,000 
times more destructive than conven- 
tional high-explosive models. To help 
aim these and other gadgets still class- 
ified, the major naval powers have 
spent more than a billion dollars on 
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super-sensitive electronic and acou- 
stic detection gear. 

But despite these new anti-sub 
weapons, underwater operations are 
still many times safer and more prom- 
ising than the surface fleet actions 
typical in World War II and Korea. 
Tomorrow’s varied sub armadas will 
use nuclear power for high speeds 
over long distances, and new hull 
materials for operation at unprece- 
dented depths, making them a lot 
harder for hostile surface craft and 
planes to find and hit. The first of 
these unusual craft to come off the 
ways was the U.S.S. Thresher, a sleek 
“attack” model built to find and de- 
stroy enemy submarines at extreme 
depths. Thresher, which sank tragic- 
ally in the Atlantic 220 miles east of 
Boston on April 10th, is believed to 
have been designed for combat ser- 
vice at 1,00 to 1,300 feet below, al- 
though the exact figures are secret. 
It is estimated that future U.S. subs 
may fight at depths up to 8,000 feet. 

American admirals will launch a 
new two-man “undersea research 
vehicle” in September for operations 
at 6,000 feet. This will be a 20-foot- 
long craft with a steel hull and re- 
inforced fiberglass conning tower. This 
use of fiberglass reflects the growing 
progress with “exotic” materials. Right 
now, the Reynolds Company is mov- 


ing ahead with an ajl-aluminum sub- 
marine in an attempt to show that the 
light-weight metal can permit great- 
er depth than steel. The Reynolds 
“Aluminaut” may be the prototype 
for boats that will wage war some- 
where below 1,900 feet, roughly five 
times as deep as the U.S. submersible 
of 1945. It is difficult to predict how 
far down the undersea raiders or air- 
craft carriers of 1975 or 1985 will go. 
It is not likely that large submarines 
will operate anywhere near the depths 
already probed by the U.S. Navy’s 
Trieste , for that cylinder-shaped 
“bathyscaph” descended to a record 
37,800 feet off Guam in January 
1960. However, the trend is definitely 
down, down, down. 

If the depths seem extraordinary, 
the details of the various proposed 
submarines are even more impres- 
sive. They are worth considering care- 
fully, for they provide key clues as 
to the probable nature of war beneath 
the sea in the last quarter of this 
century. 

(1) THE UNDERWATER 
AIRCRAFT CARRIER 

Tomorrow’s sub-surface aircraft 
carriers won’t be nearly as large as 
the big surface carriers today, but 
they won’t have to be, for two reasons. 
First, they won’t need vast flight 


decks because they will launch their 
planes from steam catapults. The sub- 
marine will surface to hurl up its 
small swift fighter-bombers, and then 
submerge to cruise on at 40 knots 
(speed of a modern destroyer) to a 
pre-set rendezvous point. After the 
aircraft deliver their compact hydro- 
gen weapons and atomic torpedoes, 
they will dive down to within a few 
yards of the surface and race towards 
the rendezvous, landing when the sub 
surfaces. Special nylon arresting gear- 
nets and the fighter-bombers’ own 
reverse-thrust jets would permit land- 
ings on the comparatively short sub 
decks. Tomorrow’s underwater car- 
rier should be about 400 feet long, 
and will travel with 30 to 40 aircraft. 

This smaller armada of planes — 
less than half those on a 1963 sur- 
face carrier — would be the second 
reason why the underwater carrier 
could be much more compact. With 
megaton warheads, fewer planes will 
be able to inflict tremendous damage. 
There can be little doubt that an air- 
craft from a single submarine in 1975 
or 1980 will be able to kill 30 major 
cities in one afternoon. 

(2) THE SUB-SURFACE BATTLESHIP 

This type of submarine will be 
twice as fast as today’s surface battle- 
ship, one third as large and carry only 
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one quarter of the crew. It will be 
able to stay at sea five times as long 
as any 1963 dreadnaught, and to in- 
flict upon the foe between 20,000,000 
and 50,000,000 times as much dam- 
age. It will run at 900 feet and climb 
to 60 feet to hurl its super-Polaris 
hydrogen missiles. 

To avoid enemy depth charges and 
attack subs, the battleship would be 
able to go down to 2,500 or 3,000 
feet. It would carry at least a score of 
torpedo tubes to knock out attacking 
submarines, but would rarely use tor- 
pedoes against enemy surface craft. 
On rare occasions, it might fire either 
an underwater or an underwater aerial 
torpedo against a ship dropping depth 
charges. The combination underwater- 
aerial weapon is already perfected. It 
whooshes to the surface, flies through 
the air for several miles and then 
dives into the water to find and de- 


stroy its target. The dreadnaught sub- 
mersible would probably not need any 
screen of destroyers, although one 
Soviet naval magazine 'has speculated 
that an underwater battleship of this 
type might carry a few miniature 
craft to cut a path through enemy 
mine-fields or frogmen. 

The main reasons that “escort craft” 
similar to present destroyers would 
not be used are (1) the dreadnaught 
will be able to move at such great 
speed and depth that it will be very 
hard to locate or hit (2) the presence 
of additional submarines will only in- 
crease the chances of detection. 

If this type of vessel seems incred- 
ible to the public, it is certainly noth- 
ing unusual to most naval experts. 
U.S. atomic-powered submarines al- 
ready in use cruise at something more 
than 25 knots, can circle the globe 
several times without refueling, and 


can fire 16 missiles accurately “more 
than 1,500 miles.” While the Navy 
has never officially confirmed the de- 
structive power of the warheads, there 
has been a good deal of speculation 
in Congress and the press that these 
are about half a megaton — 500,000 
tons of high explosive. In light of the 
Polaris-firing submersibles already “on 
station” in the Atlantic, Pacific and 
Mediterranean (three), tomorrow’s 
sub-surface battleship will simply be 
an improved, king-sized version of the 
existing model. 

(3) UNDERWATER TROOP 

TRANSPORT 

On the basis of proposals for un- 
derwater transports that have been 
advanced by naval architects such as 
Captain Hugo Z. Von Thorenz Ir., 
tomorrow’s troop carriers will not at- 
tempt to haul as many soldiers as the 
ships of Uncle Sam’s Military Sea 
Transport Service can today. The 
M.S.T.S., commanded by Vice Ad- 
miral Roy A. Gano, has a number of 
craft that can each haul 3,500 or more 
soldiers from New York to Liverpool 
in five and a half days. The under- 
water troop transports of the near 
future will carry only 1 ,000 men each, 
but will be just as fast, since even a 
900-foot submarine transport bene- 
fits from not having to cope with the 
waves and weather, both of which 
slow surface craft. 

In addition, the soldiers in the un- 
derwater transport will have a vastly 
more comfortable trip. A submarine 
doesn’t roll or lurch, and sea-sickness 
is nonexistent. In addition, there will 
be no problem of being crowded be- 
low in overheated or airless holds. An 
atomic-powered underwater transport 
will be air-conditioned at about 65 
degrees. The only noise will be sooth- 
ing music piped into each compart- 
ment by easy-to-regulate loud- 
speakers. 

Two designs for underwater trans- 
ports have been suggested. One would 
be the present cigar-shape, and the 
other would be more like a cylinder 
or huge boiler. The latter appears to 
offer more space for the light and 
medium tanks and self-propelled 
rocket launchers that the soldiers 
would carry with them. Each big sub- 
marine would haul a stripped-down 
“battle group” that would be ready to 
go into action as soon as it hit the 
shore. The transports would carry 
their freight elevators and winches 
to unload heavy gear from eight deck 
hatches, and would also have accor- 
dion-like gangplanks and ramps to put 
ashore the battle group at places where 
no dock was available. 

Because of its powerful reversible- 
thrust atomic engines, the sub-trans- 
port could take over the duties now 
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assigned to LCI and LCT types of flat- 
bottomed surface landing craft. The 
blue-prints of Von Thorenz provide 
space for 60 tanks, 84 self-propelled 
cannon and/or rocket launchers and 
79 aluminum amphibious personnel 
carriers with armored sides. The U.S. 
Army already has every one of these 
types of tracked vehicles in use on 
a large scale. 

Both the Soviets and the French are 
experimenting with underwater tanks 
— machines that can crawl under the 
surface and then emerge to do battle. 
The U.S. has already demonstrated at 
Fort Knox that the new M-60 “battle 
tank” can be so easily water-proofed 
that it can cross streams with only 
the top of the hull above the water. 
It thus seems likely that it will be 
possible to have ready for use with 
the sub-surface troop transports an 
assortment of water-tight vehicles that 
can crawl out of the submarine and 
then emerge upon an enemy-held 
beach a mile away. Both tanks and 
armored personnel carriers would hit 
the shore simultaneously in a coord- 
inated and crushing surprise assault. 

While unloading either on the sur- 
face or the ocean bottom, the trans- 
ports would carry frogmen teams with 
sea sleds that mount compressed-air 
cannon for underwater firing. 

(4) SUBMARINE MINE-LAYER 

Every major naval power already 
has submarines that lay mines, but 
only as a secondary job, since diesel- 
powered subs are slow and cannot 
carry many mines. Tomorrow, there 
may be nuclear-powered undersea 
craft capable of 25 or 30 knots and of 
putting down 600 mines within 96 
hours. This means that one submarine 
will be able to establish an entire 
mine-field, and it will be an extremely 
deadly one. The charges will be atom- 
ic, so if a single one is set off (either 
by sound waves, magnetic waves 
changes in water pressure caused by 
vessels passing, etc.) it will create a 
tidal wave that will smash a 100-ship 
convoy as if it were a collection of 
bath-tub toys. Every coastal metropo- 
lis will have to be protected by mine- 
sweepers on regular patrols. Other- 
wise, a sub mine-layer could leave 50 
radio-controlled atomic mines off the 
shore of each big maritime center. If 
and when a war broke out, a single 
coded signal would trigger mines that 
would obliterate Boston, New York, 
Philadelphia, Baltimore, Charleston, 
Norfolk, Miami, New Orleans, and 
Galveston — simultaneously. 

Because the new atomic mines are 
“more than 250,000 times more pow- 
erful” than the World War II explosive 
types, tomorrow’s undersea fleet will 
include submarines that are primarily 


mine-layers and long range reconnais- 
sance craft. The latter duty would in- 
clude placing outside enemy ports 
underwater listening devices that 
would radio back intelligence on the 
movement of the foe’s ships. These 
“ears” could also warn when enemy 
submarines put out to sea. 

(5) UNDERWATER TANKER 

Diesel oil sub-tankers are almost 
mandatory at the present time, from 
a purely economic point of view. 
Many of the world’s harbors lack 
facilities to handle the huge tankers 
that have started to cruise the oceans. 
Quite a few of these post-World War 
II giants cannot get through the Pan- 
ama Canal, and there are indications 
that even bigger surface tankers may 
be coming. 

On the other hand, the February 
1963 issue of “Ship-Shore News” re- 
ports that the Maritime Administra- 
tion’s study of immense 101,000-ton 
sub-tankers is now being linked to a 
new plan for underwater fuel depots. 
This scheme calls for a Submerged 
Crude Oil Terminal System (SCOTS). 
The underwater tanker would deliver 
the oil to an off-shore pumping sta- 
tion on the ocean floor, from where 
it would be pushed through pipes to 
refineries on the surface at the coast. 
The idea of pumping oil ashore is not 
new, for during the June 1944 inva- 
sion of Normandy a secret project 
called PLUTO provided a “pipeline 
under the ocean” to move petroleum 
from the shores of Britain to the 
French coast. 

Experts say that the new SCOTS 
idea and tanker-subs would actually 
be cheaper and more efficient than 
present surface craft, for the under- 
water fuel carriers can unload and 
load so much faster that their “turn- 
around time” is only a fifth that of 
the most modern 1963 surface tanker. 
From a military point of view, the 
underwater tanker is immensely safer 
and much less vulnerable than craft 
on the surface where enemy aircraft 
and rockets may hit at any instant. 

(6) COMMANDO CRAFT 

Undersea vessels to deliver UDT 
teams or platoons of commandos to 
enemy coastal positions are inevitable. 
In fact, the present submarines are 
already handling such duties on a 
modest scale. Tomorrow, there will 
be special fast “boats” for racing in 
close to a hostile harbor or fleet an- 
chorage that must be blasted. These 
“rip-and-run” raids may involve only 
half a dozen frogmen on two sea 
sleds cruising in to kidnap an enemy 
general, or they may call for 80 to 
100 commandos shooting their way 
into a heavily guarded poison-gas or 
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rocket factory to destroy it. 

The Italian “Octopus” design is 
only one of four types of commando 
subs proposed for raiding parties. 
Another model discussed at the 1962 
Stockholm Maritime Conference fea- 
tured long metal “arms” to sweep 
ahead of the hull, a device to protect 
the craft from mines or underwater 
obstacles. 

Commando submarines may also 
be used to bring in swimmers who will 
rig magnetic mines to ships, drydocks, 
bridge supports and tunnels dug under 
the harbor. 

All this adds up to an amazing pic- 
ture of what future fleets and naval 
warfare are likely to be. Waterproof, 
amphibious, aluminum personnel car- 
riers trundling quietly out of 900- 
foot-long transport submarines some 
80 feet below the surface, forming up 
in squadrons with frogmen on sea 
sleds guiding them ashore. Under- 
water battleships lobbing scores of 
missiles from more than 2,000 miles 
away while zig-zagging at 40 or 50 
knots. Submarine carriers fighting off 
enemy “killer boats” while the steam- 
catapults hurl 1,200 m.p.h. fighter 
bombers into the air in a steady 
stream. Scuba divers with compressed- 
air bazookas trying to blast huge un- 
dersea tankers. These are only a few 
samples. 

The U.S. Navy is already ex- 
panding its submarine fleet at a ter- 
rific rate. The money has been ap- 
propriated, the contracts signed. It 
may be a decade before the designs 
for the sub-surface carriers and troop 
transports are perfected, but most ex- 
perts are confident that such craft 
will be standard items in the major 
navies before the end of the 1980’s. 
The missile and the nuclear warhead 
— the same two items that have 
driven the Air Force to build so many 
underground command posts and bury 
its Minuteman ICBMs in reinforced 
subterranean “silos”— have made this 
extraordinary shift necessary. 

Fortunately for the Free World, 
the capable admirals directing Amer- 
ica’s battle fleets are facing this funda- 
mental change realistically. By the day 
after tomorrr w, the vast and varied 
American undersea fleet will be one 
of the greatest — perhaps the greatest 
— atomic “strike force” on earth. It 
will also be a tremendous deterrent to 
any would-be aggressor. Literally mil- 
lions of times more powerful than 
existing surface squadrons, these sub- 
marines should discourage any sane 
Soviet admiral or commissar from 
even dreaming about the possibilities 
of any World War III. Beyond any 
doubt, the U.S. undersea squadrons 
would turn the dream into a numb- 
ing nuclear nightmare. • 


‘Cyclops’ Lookout Post 

(Continued from page 17) 


in the galley, lifted the lids off hatches 
fore and aft and stared down at the 
mounds of dead fish. 

The officer in charge nodded curtly. 
Three men came forward and blasted 
the fish with their machine pistols in 
a neat, methodical pattern, as the 
Italians watched with cold, bitter eyes. 

“Why do you destroy our catch 
this way?” protested the skipper. 
“What have we done to you?” 

“Ponza is a sensitive military area,” 
the German officer barked. “We can’t 
take chances. Who knows? You might 
be bringing American commandos to 
the island.” 

“For what?” The skipper began 
gesticulating wildly. “We fish, we 
throw nets and catch herring. Italian 
herring!” He slumped down, moaning 
and clapping the sides of his head. 
“We’re loyal, and you shoot up our 
catch. Three days at sea, lost. What’s 
my kids gonna eat now, you tell me?” 

The German officer shrugged. 
“They can eat herring and keep the 
bullets for souvenirs.” He gestured for 
his men to return to the patrol boat, 
then reached into his pocket and 
pulled out a handful of German 
marks. “Here,” he said gruffly. “For 
the kids.” 

As the patrol boat pulled off into 
the darkness, the skipper leaned over 
the rail and shouted, “Grazie, grazie 
molto” at the retreating ship. A head 
popped up out of the water just below 
him. The skipper hissed, the head 
disappeared, then came up a moment 
later on the blind side, to be joined 
by two others. The fisherman hauled 
three dripping wet men in sleek frog- 
man’s “dry” suits up onto the deck. 

Lt. Aldo Murray, USN, wiped his 
face with a towel, looked at his water- 
proof watch, and grinned. “Three 
minutes,” he said. 

They all lined the railing to watch. 
As the seconds ticked off, the fog 
swirled in, blanketing the trawler, then 
settled and dissipated. There wasn’t a 
sound to be heard, save the slapping 
of water on the wood hull. The moon 
came out of its cloud cover and 
drenched them suddenly in a spill of 
cold-blue light. 

“There she is,” somebody shouted, 
and all leaned forward, staring at the 
diminishing form of the German pa- 
trol boat. A moment later there was 
a vivid burst of light shooting fifty 
feet in the air. Almost instantaneously 
came the crack and the concussion 
waves, and the wind stirred. The men 
cheered briefly as the German patrol 
boat shrivelled in the curling flames, 
dipped its prow and sank. 


“There won’t be any survivors,” 
Murray said quietly, but firmly. 

“He wasn’t a bad man,” the skipper 
said regretfully. “He gave me money 
for my kids.” 

“Snap out of it,” Murray said. 
“We’ve got work to do.” The skipper 
nodded. He barked out a command. 
The trawler’s engines chugged into 
life, ran in perpendicular, turned a 
final leg and broached the island of 
Ponza, then dropped anchor. 

The frogmen dropped into a pair of 
rubberized rafts lashed together. Mur- 
ray and the skipper arranged for a 
rendezvous at that same spot for 0500 
hours. The three frogmen then aimed 
the rafts towards the promontory 
where the Ponza lighthouse rose tall 
and tapering into the night sky, and 
began paddling. 

The Ponza lighthouse was the tar- 
get. To the Germans it was worth 
half a dozen divisions. To the Allies, 
it meant the success of the Anzio 
landing, scheduled for dawn, less than 
six hours away . . . 

T HE Ponza lighthouse, before the 
war, had been used to warn ship- 
ping away from the low-lying prom- 
ontory and to warn of treacherous 
reefs that extended half a mile out 
to sea. As the Allies swept across 
North Africa and up into Sicily, over- 
running southern Italy as far north 
as Naples, the Germans found a bet- 
ter use for it. The lighthouse served as 
a lookout post and transmitting center 
whose mission was to warn German 
High Command in Rome of impend- 
ing Allied naval activity. 

Any attempt to send a landing 
force north past Ponza would be 
sighted and the word passed immedi- 
ately to Rome. The Ponza lookout, 
therefore, enabled Germany to keep 
a skeleton force on the beaches of 
Anzio and Nettuno, freeing at least 
six divisions for general reserve duty, 
able to move at an instant’s notice to 
any and all danger points, from the 
beaches inland to Cassino. 

Naval intelligence realized that a 
guerrilla team that knocked out this 
sensitive “Cyclops Eye” would leave 
the Germans blind on their right (sea- 
ward) flank. A landing at Anzio could 
then catch the Krauts unaware, and 
might very well drive all the way to 
Rome before meeting resistance in 
strength, before the powerful German 
reserve divisions could be committed. 

They gave the job to Lt. Aldo Mur- 
ray, who fit their bill of particulars 
perfectly. He was then unassigned, at- 
tached to a free-floating officer’s pool 


based in Naples (and therefore could 
easily be spared for special duty) he 
had behind-the-lines experience (in 
North Africa where, among other 
things, he had blown a power station 
at Port Lyautey, and had engineered 
a meeting between GHQ officers and 
the local Vichy French military lead- 
ers which produced an “assisted” 
landing, completely bloodless) and his 
extensive training included UDT 
school. 

Murray, born Aldo Ponte-Murra at 
Travestina, Italy in 1917, also spoke 
fluent German and Italian. This was 
the last of the requirements for the 
job, which he was told was entirely 
voluntary. 

“I’ve heard that line before,” he 
wryly told the naval intelligence offi- 
cer briefing him. “Three times before.” 
Commander Vern Swenson, a tall, 
balding, saturnine man shrugged. 
“Nevertheless, it’s true. You don’t 
have to go.” 

“I’m regular Navy. How would it 
look on my service record?” 

“It’s not noted.” 

Grinning easily, Swenson proceed- 
ed to fill Murray in on the details. 
There were two targets, actually, 
rather than one. There was, first of 
all, the lighthouse; “Cyclops” itself. 
And there was, secondly, the Ponza 
docks, where two German patrol boats 
tied in. Murray not only had to knock 
out Germany’s eye in the Tyrrhenian 
Sea, he also had to prevent the patrol 
boats from carrying the news to the 
mainland. 

“Since you’ll be working less than 
six hours in front of the landing,” 
Swenson noted, “sailboats won’t be a 
problem. By the time they reach the 
mainland, we’ll already own Anzio.” 

Murray nodded. Swenson went over 
the raiding party complement, which 
included two enlisted seamen, UDT 
experts both, and the team’s equip- 
ment: a pair of rubberized rafts, ex- 
plosives (including plastics, pole and 
satchel charges, TNT with fuses and 
detonators) and a small supply of 
highly unstable primary HE known 
to sappers as “Sudden Death.” Plus, 
of course, grenades and sidearms. 

“That should cover all eventuali- 
ties.” 

“And how do we get there and 
back?” Murray asked. 

Swenson stood up. “You get there 
via an Italian fishing trawler. As for 
getting back, you’ll have the trawler, 
your own prayers, and my crossed 
fingers . . .” 

T HE pair of rubberized rafts silently 
landed in a sheltered cove about 
100 yards north of the Ponza light- 
house. Seaman 1 1C Abe Lasky, a thick- 
necked, heavy-browed former long- 
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shoreman from San Francisco bound- 
ed out at the first scrape and dashed 
for an outcropping of rocks with his 
Thompson to cover the landing and 
unloading. 

Murray and Seaman 1/C Eugene 
Kucks, a young Georgia boy, fever- 
ishly tore away the vinyl, waterproof 
wrappings. Then the three of them, 
lugging their equipment with them, 
started up the beach towards the 
lighthouse, along the shoreline a dis- 
tance, then skirting up past the dunes 
into a weedy clump of waist-high 
grass, then into a patch of scrubby, 
wind-swept dwarf trees. 

About 20 yards away was the light- 
house. In front of it was a German 
staff car, and lounging against the 
hood was a German soldier. Murray 
crawled forward to the edge of the 
trees and, after making sure there 
were no other guards, fitted a silencer 
to his special Beretta .22 and, cradling 
the pistol in both hands, sighted care- 
fully and fired. 

The German slid silently down the 
left front fender. Even before he hit 
the ground, Lasky was upon him. 
With blood trickling down his chin, 
the German tried to protest, lifting 
his head feebly and holding his arm 
up, and then Lasky’s sheath knife 
silenced him forever. At sixty-second 
intervals, Murray and Kucks scam- 
pered across the moon-drenched 
swatch of open ground, while Lasky 
propped the dead German into the 
driver’s seat of the staff car with a lit 
cigarette dangling out of his mouth. 

Murray tried the heavy oak door of 
the lighthouse. It creaked a bit, but 


opened easily. Stepping inside, he 
found himself in a dank, damp cir- 
cular room. A twisting, spiral metal 
staircase curled up and around, 
reaching to the rooms at the top of 
the lighthouse. 

There were faint sounds trickling 
down from above, but too faint for 
Murray to make out. A finger to his 
lips, he gestured for Lasky and Kucks 
to step in. After a quick conference, 
Kucks stepped outside again and be- 
gan placing charges against the base 
of the lighthouse and leading fuse 
lines back to the clump of dwarf 
trees, where he waited while Murray 
and Kucks swiftly ascended the stairs. 

Reaching the oblong cut in the floor 
where the staircase ended, Murray 
could make out what the sounds were. 
He turned to Lasky with raised eye- 
brows. There was, no mistaking it, a 
party in progress; girls’ voices laugh- 
ing, glasses tinkling, a phonograph 
blaring away. 

Leaning forward, Murray whis- 
pered, “I hope you didn’t forget our 
invitation, Lasky.” 

Patting his Thompson, Lasky 
grinned. 

Bounding up into the room, Murray 
and Lasky flattened against two fac- 
ing walls, covering with their Thomp- 
sons, shouting “Hande hoche, hande 
hoche,” and the startled Germans 
around the room froze. The girls, 
about half a dozen of them, most 
skimpily dressed, screamed and threw 
themselves to the floor. 

One SS officer tried reaching for 
his holstered pistol. Murray fingered a 
short burst, sending the man sprawl- 


ing over the arm of a couch into an 
ungainly heap on top of one of the 
girls, who, seeing the blood spurting 
out of the SS man’s jugular, screamed 
and passed out. 

The other Germans raised their 
hands, and, as Murray instructed, 
leaned against the walls with their 
hands, their feet some distance out, 
so all their weight was on their arms. 
With Lasky covering them, Murray 
broke into two smaller rooms on the 
same floor — one a bathroom, one a 
kitchen — both empty, then asked, 
“What’s upstairs?” 

He slugged one of the Germans 
with the butt of his Tommy. “I said, 
what’s upstairs, and I want an an- 
swer.” The German looked fright- 
ened, opened his mouth, then shut it. 

One of the girls stepped forward, 
introducing herself as Annette. A tall, 
long-legged brunette wearing only a 
filmy lace nightgown, she clasped her 
hands and pleaded, “No war here, 
please. No war. This is only a house 
for pleasure. Upstairs are only bed- 
rooms. No war.” 

Leaving Lasky behind, Murray 
bounded up the stairs and into a dark 
hallway. There were three doors. At 
the first one, he tried the knob. Inside 
the room were a German officer and 
an Italian girl. As Murray was herd- 
ing them downstairs, a second door 
opened, and a naked arm stuck out 
holding a Luger. Whirling, Murray 
fired, stitching the door. There was a 
moan, then a body came sagging out 
into the hall on its hands and knees. 
The man looked up once, grinning, 
then he shrugged his shoulders and 
his eyes filmed over and he dropped 
to the floor, dead. In the room behind 
him a naked girl was cowering against 
one wall, her eyes wide and fright- 
ened. 

In the third room there was an old 
lady, the madame of the house. She 
stood by a table on which were 
heaped mounds and mounds of coins, 
and she held her arms out as if to 
protect her money. Murray didn’t 
even bother taking her downstairs. He 
just shut the door and locked it, 
pocketing the key. 

There was one more flight, up to 
the tower itself, where the giant 
searchlight made its incessant, obses- 
sive 360 degree turns. There was no- 
body there. 

Murray cursed. Once again, he 
searched from top to bottom, but ob- 
viously, military intelligence had once 
again gone SNAFU. This was no 
lookout post. There was no transmit- 
ter anywhere, nor any signs that it 
ever had been there. “Cyclops” had 
turned out to be nothing more or less 
than a military brothel. Murray had 
to admit that was a clever bit. If the 




Allies did raid it, they’d get only some 
Italian playgirls and off-duty German 
officers. 

He talked it over in whispers with 
Lasky in the main room. They de- 
cided to grill the Germans, to get the 
true location of “Cyclops,” but after 
about ten minutes of this, not one had 
broken down, not even after threats 
and a bit of rough stuff. 

“Well, we’ll just have to go looking 
for it,” Murray said. He eyed the 
room. There were six girls and four 
German officers. Murray realized that 
for the safety of the mission, he’d 
have to kill them all. It made him 
squeamish to think of it, but he knew 
there was no alternative. As he was 
about to lift his Tommy, the girl An- 
nette stepped forward out of a group 
of three girls who had been whisper- 
ing together. 

Coming close, she kneeled by his 
side and, cupping her hand to her 
mouth, spoke secretively. 

“Capitano, I talked to all the girls 
here. We don’t want to die, you know? 
We want to make a deal.” Murray 
listened, with his eyes glued to the 
low neckline of her nightgown, watch- 
ing the rise and fall of her full, 
healthy breasts with almost cool de- 
tachment, as she explained that none 
of the girls were Fascist sympathisers. 
All had been virtually imprisoned on 
Ponza when their madame, Clara 
Genaro, made a deal with the Ger- 
mans. 

“They don’t let us leave. We want 
to leave. We all want to go to Na- 
ples.” She wrung her hands, plead- 
ingly. “We’re for the Allies, but we 
don’t none of us want to die, you 
know?” Murray nodded. “I make a 
deal.” 

“What kind of deal?” he asked. 
“We know where is that radio you 
look for. We have gone there, to be 
with the men who work it. A very 
secret, well-guarded area in the hills. 
We can take you there.” 

“And what do you want in ex- 
change?” 

The girl heaved her great bosom 
and grabbed Murray’s arm, and 
hissed, “You take us back with you. 
That’s all we ask. You take us with 
you on your boat and we will gladly 
help you against the Nazis, the Fa- 
scisti.” 

Murray thought it over. At first it 
seemed like madness, but the more 
he thought about it, the more reason- 
able it became. Gradually, a plan 
formed in his mind. 

“Are you sure all the girls agree?” 
She nodded her head vigorously. 
“All, all. Here only Madame Genaro 
is Fascist sympathiser.” 

Murray nodded. “She’s safe, locked 
in her room.” The girl wet her lips 
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and waited. She smiled tenuously, 
nervously. Murray smiled back. 
“Okay,” he said, “it’s a deal.” 

I N order to get the girls temporarily 
out of the way, he ordered them up- 
stairs, telling them to gather whatever 
few belongings they wanted to take 
with them. When they were gone, he 
picked up a bottle of wine and began 
pouring it over one of the German 
officers. Lasky looked puzzled. Mur- 
ray gestured to the window, then a 
pushing motion. Lasky got it, and 
joined in with a bottle of brandy. 
Murray’s idea was, simply, to make it 
appear that the Germans had fallen 
out during a wild party — and not 
calling attention to the presence of 
American commandos on the island. 

When the four German officers 
were dripping with the liquor, Murray 
pushed the first one to the window 
and grabbing him by the collar and 
waist, hoisted him out over the ledge. 
Caught by surprise, the German of- 
fered no resistance till he felt himself 
falling, then he screamed and clawed 
for the sill, and kept clawing until he 
landed heavily 40 feet down. 

The others began whimpering, and 
shouting. One made a dash for the 
stairway. Lasky knocked him cold 
with the butt of his Tommy, then 
Murray conked the other two on the 
skull and, one by one, they went out 
the window. 

“This is lousy work,” Lasky said. 
“I hate it.” 

“It’s all lousy work,” Murray said 
curtly. 

The girls returned, each with a little 
handbag stuffed with underwear and 
cosmetics and odds and ends. 

“Where are the Germans?” An- 
nette asked. 

Before Murray could answer, the 
muzzle of a machine-gun poked 
through the cut in the floor, and 
everybody went flat. 

“Lt. Murray, sir?” It was Kucks. 
“Everything okay?” 

“You dumb hayseed,” Lasky roared, 
“you almost got your head knocked 
off!” 

“I got worried.” Kucks peered 
around, blinking. “What’s going on? 
Ain’t we going’ to blow this here 
lighthouse?” 

“No,” Murray said. “We ain’t. 
We're getting out, right now.” 

“Better hurry,” Kucks drawled la- 
conically, “There’s German trucks 
coming up the road right now. 
Thought I’d better tell you, is why I 
came up.” 

Murray sprang for the window, 
saw four armored cars come squeal- 
ing to a halt and disgorge Wehrmacht 
soldiers who deployed through the 
wooded areas. One of the trucks, 


mounting a loudspeaker, blared, “We 
know you’re in there, Americans. You 
will surrender now for your own 
sakes.” 

Murray looked mystified. “How the 
hell did they know we were here?” 

Annette clapped her hands in hor- 
ror. “The telephone. Madame Genaro 
has a telephone in her room.” 

Cursing himself for his stupidity, 
Murray sent Kucks upstairs to take 
care of Madame Genaro, then began 
firing with his Tommy out the win- 
dow. Lasky knocked out the kitchen 
window glass and joined in, as the 
girls squealed unhappily and sprawled 
on the floor. The Germans had set up 
a machine-gun, which was chipping 
away at the cement around the win- 
dows, keeping Murray and Lasky 
back. Several Germans tried a dash 
for the lighthouse door, but Murray 
dropped them with a long burst. 

It was a bad situation. With the 
machine-gun covering the entrance, 
they were trapped in the lighthouse. 
Murray tried skying a grenade, but 
the gun was out of range. His heart 
sank. Unless they could get the gun, 
there was no out. And no doubt, soon 
the Germans would send for rein- 
forcements. 

Annette crawled over to him and 
asked if she could do anything to 
help. He started to shake his head no, 
his eyes caught a glimpse of her bra 
under a sheer blouse, and the idea 
came to him. 

“Yes,” he yelped, “By God, yes. 
It’s crazy, but . . . listen, what kind 
of brassieres you girls wear?” The 
girl looked at him strangely. “No 
joke,” he went on impatiently. “Is 
there elastic?” She nodded. “Good. 
Tell the girls I want them to cut off 
the elastic from all their bras and sew 
them together, make one long band of 
elastic, with a brassiere cup at one 
end.” He slapped her rear. “Hurry, 
damnit, do as I say.” 

She scurried away. There was some 
heated discussion, then Annette shout- 
ed, “They say underwear costs plenty 
money.” 

Exasperated, Murray yelled, “Dam- 
mit, the U.S. government will reim- 
burse them. Hurry, for God’s sake!” 

The machine gun was still firing. 
Kucks came down and joined Lasky 
in the kitchen. He’d left Madame 
Genaro sprawled across her piles of 
money, her throat slit. Turning away 
from the window, he watched the girls 
slip out of their dresses, shrug off 
their bras and begin snipping away at 
them. Kucks decided this was the 
strangest mission he would ever be 
on, for sure. It would make a great 
story to tell back home. 

Murray began sweating. Every min- 
ute or so, he popped up and triggered 


a short burst, just to keep the ma- 
chine-gun crew wary, and to pick off 
the few troopers who tried sprinting 
for the lighthouse door. Finally, the 
girls finished sewing the bands of elas- 
tic together, and Annette brought the 
odd-looking device to Murray. He 
grabbed it, tested it for tension, and 
decided it would work. Pronging one 
end onto a jutting nail at the edge of 
the window, he crabbed backwards, 
stretching it, and cradled a grenade 
inside the brassiere cup at the other 
end. He pulled the pin, adjusted the 
trajectory so it wouldn’t strike the 
wall and bounce back into the room, 
and then let go. The grenade whizzed 
out, and described an arc, and then 
fell. 

The first one was long. Exulting, 
Murrray sent off three more in quick 
succession, and the third landed 
square on the gun, knocking it out of 
commission. Quickly, Murray herded 
the girls down the stairs, and with 
Lasky providing covering fire from 
the kitchen, raced them into the 
brush. Then Lasky and Murray and 
Kucks spread out and deployed 
around to the Germans’ rear and be- 
gan picking them off. There had been 
about fifteen to begin with. At least 
eight had already been killed, and in 
less than ten minutes, the three frog- 
man cooly picked off the remainder. 

T HEN Murray set his plan in mo- 
tion The three Americans donned 
German uniforms and crowded into 
a pair of vehicles with the six girls. 
They took the staff car and one of 
the armored cars and set off down the 
road towards Ponza town, following 
Annette’s directions. About two miles 
along, she had them turn off onto a 
dirt road which grew progressively 
narrower, curving up and around a 
succession of hillocks, until they were 
gunning along a cliffside path towards 
the highest peak on the island, an 
elevation of about 800 feet above sea 
level. 

At the wheel of the staff car, Mur- 
ray drove silently, conscious of the 
pressure of Annette’s breast against 
his arm. He glanced at her. She was 
a pert, red-lipped girl with large sultry 
eyes. Under other circumstances . . . 
Almost as if she were reading his 
thoughts, she let her hand drop onto 
his leg, and squeezed it. The car al- 
most went over the cliff. 

“Sorry, capitano,” she said. 

“The hell you are,” he grinned. 

She smiled mischievously. 

A pair of German guards material- 
ized out of the darkness and halted 
the small convoy. Annette stuck her 
head out the window. 

“We are here under orders of 
Colonel Hauptmeyer,” she said, and 



winking, added, “you know what for.” 
Recognizing her, the guards opened 
the gates and passed them through. 
Rucks dropped off the tailgate of the 
armored car, and, while the two 
guards were busy closing the gates, 
their backs to him, gave the first a 
round in the back from Murray's 
silencer-Beretta, and jumped the sec- 
ond. There was a short struggle, then 
Rucks clamped one arm around the 
Rraut’s neck and jerked back power- 
fully, until he heard a snap. Letting 
go, Rucks found he was shaking vio- 
lently. After a minute he calmed 
down and dragged the two bodies into 
the bushes, then took their place at 
the guard post. 

Murray and Lasky in the meantime 
drove the two trucks another half- 
mile onto a gravelled circle fronting a 
small, hastily constructed two-story 
shack. The girls spilled out. 

“See if you can get them to come 
outside,” Murray whispered, and An- 
nette and the others began shouting 
and cooing, and gamboling on the 
lawn. There was a fountain in the 
middle of the circle, a ruin of a for- 
mer mansion, out of order, but full 
to the brim with rainwater, Annette 
shrugged out of her clothes, and, 
stark naked, began dancing around 
the rim of the fountain. Windows 
opened in the shack, and Germans 
began hollering down. The front door 
opened. Half a dozen soldiers came 
out to join the girls. One of them 
ripped off his clothes and, grabbing 
Annette, hurled himself into the foun- 
tain. 

After a minute, Murray and Lasky 
sauntered casually into the shack. On 
the first floor, they found one German 
reading a comic book, lying on a 
couch. They stuck a knife in his ribs 
and left him there with the comic 
book covering his face. On the second 
floor the came to a room guarded by 
a pair of SS men. 

“Verboten,” one said, gesturing to 
the room. “The transmission will soon 
be over.” Murray nodded pleasantly, 
lit a cigarette and leaned against the 
wall. One of the SS men gestured for 
a cigarette. Murray handed him one. 

“Who do you wish to see? Colonel 
Hauptmayer?” 

Murray nodded. 

“Soon. Transmission will be over 
soon and the Colonel will then see 
you.” 

Lasky looked at Murray nervously. 
Murray just winked back. He wanted 
to wait for the transmission to end, 
rather than just finishing off the job 
immediately, so that German main- 
land headquarters wouldn’t know 
their transmitter had been destroyed. 
At least not until the next time they 
tried to contact, the following night. 


Outside, there were sounds of rev- 
elry. The girls were squealing happily, 
the soldiers were shouting and laugh- 
ing. One of the guards asked what 
was going on. Murray told him the 
girls from the lighthouse had arrived. 

“Oh, they’re early this week,” the 
guard said delightedly. “Hans, lend 
me five marks,” he asked his buddy. 
His buddy snorted. The door opened, 
and a German colonel stepped out, 
accompanied by a junior officer. The 
colonel, a tall, plump, red-faced Ba- 
varian, asked Murray what he wanted, 
and Murray, after a pause, trained 
his Tommy on the colonel. Lasky had 
his trained on the guards. 

“I want you all to step inside with 
me,” Murray said pleasantly. 

The colonel began blustering, so 
Murray just jabbed the muzzle of his 
Tommy into the man’s plump belly 
and shoved him backwards into the 
room. One entire wall, made of glass, 
had an unobstructed view of the sea. 
Lasky herded the other three in. On a 
table was the transmitter. With the 
four Germans disarmed, lying flat on 
the floor, Murray pulled the pin on a 
thermite grenade and raced out the 
door with Lasky. They both threw 
themselves flat, and when the blast 
came, it rocked the jerry-built house. 

Opening the door again, Murray 
saw that the transmitter was just a 
rubbled mass of twisted metal. Two 
of the Germans had been killed. The 
colonel was sitting up, dazed, holding 
a hand to his bleeding cheek. One of 
the guards had struggled to his feet 
and was trying to hold his left arm 
on. It was dangling from a thread. 
Murray finished off the guard, then 
dragged the colonel along with them 
as a hostage. 

B URSTING out of the front door 
with the colonel in front of him 
Murray shouted for the group of Ger- 
mans standing around wondering what 
had happened to raise their hands. 
Most complied, but a few went for 
their guns, Lasky cutting them down 
with a spraying burst. 

The girls all boarded the armored 
car while Lasky rounded up the Ger- 
mans and kept them covered on the 
front porch, and Murray dragged out 
a load of “Sudden Death” from his 
pouch and took the wheel of the staff 
car, sitting Colonel Hauptmayer by 
his side. Annette came out of the 
armored car and slid into the rear 
seat of the command car. 

“I want to stay with you," she said. 
“You are a brave capitano. I like 
you.” 

“What about these guys?” Lasky 
shouted from the porch. 

“Don’t ask dumb questions,” Mur- 
ray shouted back, and Lasky, shrug- 
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ging his shoulders, began spraying 
about him. It was over in less than a 
minute, but Lasky began throwing up 
and they had to wait another few min- 
utes for him, before they could start 
down the road again. 

The colonel had passed out from 
his wound and was slumped over the 
dashboard. Murray propped him up, 
then turned and looked at Annette. 

“You know, I don’t like doing this.” 

She nodded. 

“You understand me?” 

She nodded again, and took his 
hand, squeezing it. “Yes, I know. You 
look very sick. Later. I will make you 
feel better.” 

Murray turned around and kissed 
her harshly. She gasped and leaned 
forward, then began nuzzling his 
neck. “Soon it'll be over,” she whis- 
pered. “Very soon.” 

Disengaging, Murray started the 
car down the road. At the gate house, 
he slowed down and Kucks swung 
aboard. In the second car, Lasky was 
driving, and all the girls were hud- 
dled in the rear. The two cars sped 
down the twisting road, arriving final- 
ly at the main road to Ponza town. 

“Off the main street goes a road 
down the hillside to the docks,” An- 
nette explained, “and there will be 
the patrol boat.” 

Murray gunned down the road. 
About half a mile along, he saw flash- 
lights blinking, and as he closed in, 
he saw that a barricade had been 
erected. Two German soldiers were 
waving all traffic down. Evidently 
either the business at the lighthouse or 
the explosion up at the lookout post 
had alerted the Germans that some- 
thing was going on. 


Pressing on the accelerator, Mur- 
ray shouted, "Hold on, we’re going 
through,” and raced the car up to the 
barricade, a pair of saw-horses, and 
rammed past the startled guards. 
There were some rifle shots, but soon 
the powerful Mercedes was out of 
effective range. 

“Lasky's still with us,” Kucks said, 
turning to peer out the rear window. 

But he’s weaving. Maybe he got a 
tire hit.” 

Murray pulled over to the side of 
the road and waited for Lasky to pull 
abreast. Everybody piled out of the 
armored car. 

“They got a wheel,” Lasky gasped. 
“What do we do now?” 

Murray shoved the colonel out of 
the car. Murray didn’t know exactly 
when, but the German officer had 
quietly died while they were on the 
road. “Everybody in, quickly.” A mo- 
ment later, all nine of them in the 
Mercedes, they careened wildly down 
the road at more than 80 m.p.h., rac- 
ing into the center of Ponza town 
scattering chickens and knocking over 
carts full of hay. The town was practi- 
cally deserted, save for roving squads 
of German soldiers on the lookout 
for the Americans. As Murray skid- 
ded around corners, rifle shots fol- 
lowed them. 

“There,” Annette shouted, pointing, 
“down that street are the docks.” 

Murray flicked the wheel around 
and raced the car down the steep in- 
cline. Directly ahead, a squad of 
German soldiers flattened against the 
houses on either side and began buck- 
ing off shots. One headlight went out, 
then the other. A bullet cracked the 
windshield, splintering it, and Murray 


instinctively ducked. The car swerved, 
bounced off the curb and scraped 
against the side of a house before 
Murray got it under control again. He 
had splinters all over his face. 

“You’re bleeding,” Annette gasped. 
“Blood all over your face.” 

Ignoring her, Murray bulled ahead, 
shot past the squad of German sol- 
diers and aimed for the dock. The 
Mercedes jolted as it went off the 
curbside and up onto the wooden 
dock, and Murray lost control and 
rammed the car against a pier stan- 
chion. His head snapped forward, 
hitting the steering wheel, and for a 
minute, he blacked out. 

He woke up with Annette scream- 
ing in his ear and shaking him. The 
girls had already piled out of the car 
and were diving for cover. Lasky and 
Kucks had hit the dirt and were firing 
back up the hill at the Germans. The 
patrol boat, tied in at the dock, was 
attempting to stay clear of the fight- 
ing. They wanted only to untie and 
put out to sea, and notify the main- 
land that American guerrillas had 
raided Ponza. 

Murray knew that at all costs, he 
had to prevent that. Putting two and 
two together, the Germans would 
almost certainly guess that this raid 
was tied in with an assault landing to 
the north, and would rush defenders 
to the Anzio and Nettuno beaches. 

With his head ringing, Murray 
staggered out of the car. German 
sailors had already cast off their lines. 
The patrol boat was beginning to chug 
slowly away from the pier. Desper- 
ately, Murray began raking the boat 
with fire, but all this accomplished 
was to keep German gunners away 
from the deck gun. The boat itself 
continued to drift away. 

Then Murray remembered the 
“Sudden Death” on the front seat of 
the Mercedes. This highly unstable 
explosive didn’t need any fuse or det- 
onator, could be thrown like grenades. 
Scrambling, Murray opened the pack- 
age and lifted the vials of the stuff 
gingerly out of their special casing, 
then began trotting forward towards 
the end of the dock. A German came 
out on deck with a rifle and began 
sniping at him. Wincing, Murray 
gritted his teeth. He didn’t dare stop, 
didn’t dare duck. He had to keep 
moving forward. He’d only get one 
chance to throw the stuff. 

One shot splintered the wooden 
dock at his feet, then another, then 
Murray had reached the end of the 
dock and, desperately, he heaved his 
handful of high explosive and pitched 
off the end of the pier into the water. 

He went under, the shock of the 
cold water numbing him, and a mo- 
ment later, felt the concussive blast 




like a slap, a giant hand clapping 
against him from head to toe. When 
he came up and broke clear of the 
water's surface, he saw that the toss 
had been accurate. It had hit the 
patrol boat at the water line, had torn 
a great, gaping hole into which tons 
of water were pouring. The patrol 
boat was settling rapidly into the 
water, and her crew was already be- 
ginning to jump over the side. 

For the first time. Murray began 
to feel a slight relaxing of the tension 
that had built up in him. until his 
nerves, taut as piano wires, felt like 
they were about to snap. 

T HE mission, at least, had been ac- 
complished. Now all they had to 
worry about was getting home. The 
water was full of struggling figures 
heading towards the shore, and above 
him, on the dock, Murray saw that the 
girls and Lasky were being edged 
back towards the waterline. Then, in- 
explicably, Murray saw the girls begin 
peeling their clothes off until they 
were all completely naked, and then, 
one by one, drop splashing intc the 
water. Kucks and Lasky continued 
to fire. 

Coming up gasping, Annette shout- 
ed that they could swim for one of 
the boats tied to buoys out in the 
harbor, and row out to sea. That 
would be their only chance. The girls 
started stroking, breasting the rolling, 
gentle surf. 

Turning, Murray shouted, “Lasky, 
Kucks, come on, jump for it,” then 
turned back and began flailing power- 
fully out to sea. Ironically, the water 
was full of two groups, one heading 
for shore, one heading out to sea, 
enemies, yet there were no incidents, 
though they passed right through 
each other. Everybody was too intent 
on saving his own skin. 

When they reached the first of sev- 
eral boats tied to buoys, the girls 
began clambering in. Murray helped 
them, then untied the lines holding 
the boat, climbed aboard and hooked 
the oars into their locks. A six-oared 
long-boat, it easily held the girls and 
Murray, and even when Lasky came 
spouting up and was hauled in, there 
was no overcrowding. 

“That dumb hayseed,’’ Lasky 
gasped. “I pleaded with him to jump, 
I said ‘Jump, that’s an order’ but he 
wouldn't come.” There were tears in 
the grizzled seamen’s eyes. “That 
dumb hick. He wouldn't jump. He 
stayed behind to cover us.” 

Murray waited another five min- 
utes, but Kucks failed to show. Then 
he started the girls rowing.' and they 
headed for the rendezvous with the 
trawler. A first the girls complained 
about the hard work, but when they 


saw that it kept their naked bodies 
from getting chilled, they rowed hap- 
pily, and almost rhythmically, singing 
and humming together. 

In the prow, Lasky huddled up 
unhappily and tried to forget that 
Kucks was probably dead. 

At the stern, Murray also was alone 
with his thoughts. He consoled him- 
self that it could have been worse. 
They might all have been killed. The 
mission itself might have failed. He 
kept remembering the screams of all 
the men he'd killed, and he began to 
shake. He made himself a promise: 
service record or no service record, 
he'd never again accept one of these 
“volunteer” missions. 

He felt somebody crawl over to 
him. It was Annette. He turned. She 
was crouched, her lithe, tawny body 
glinting in the moonlight, her lips 
parted, her pulse beating visibly at 
her throat. Sighing, she whispered, 
“their backs arc to us,” and that was 
all Murray needed. He pulled her 
roughly to him, then, their lips glued, 
their bodies hotly embraced, he 
worked at washing away some of the 
pain and the madness of war . . . 

When the Italian trawler reached 
the rendezvous shortly after 0500 
hours, they found the drifting row- 
boat. To the amazement of the crew, 
they hauled out of the sea a pair of 
American frogmen and a glittering 
half-dozen milk-white, shivering Ital- 
ian bordello wenches dressed only in 
their goosebumps. 

It was, the skipper later chuckled, 
by far the best catch he’d ever netted. 

On their way south to Naples, they 
passed some of the outlying escort 
destroyers of the north-bound Anzio 
transport fleet. The landing, partly 
due to the success of Murray’s mis- 
sion, was practically .uncontested, and 
was one of the least bloody of the 
war. It was weeks before Germany’s 
reserve divisions were committed to 
this sector. 

Murray, Lasky and Kucks (post- 
humously) received Navy Crosses for 
their work that night, and. Murray, 
true to his vow. never again accepted 
another such mission. He lost track 
of the six girls shortly afterwards, as 
they disappeared into the swirling 
masses of people in a chaotic, post- 
war Italy, but he'll always be grateful 
to Annette. He credits her with re- 
storing a little of the sanity the war 
had taken from him. 

“One thing,” he adds, “I’ll certainly 
never in my whole life get together 
with a girl under stranger circum- 
stances. And oh, by the way, the 
government honored my promise to 
the girls. Each one of them received, 
compliments of Uncle Sam. half a 
dozen elastic brassieres.” • 
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FBI’s “Ten Most Wanted” 

(Continued from page 19) 


when the “Ten Most Wanted Fugi- 
tives” list officially commemorated its 
13th anniversary, not one of the orig- 
inal top 10 had succeeded in remain- 
ing at large. Nor had the overwhelm- 
ing majority of those who followed 
them. 

The average number of days before 
164 of the nation’s toughest and/or 
wiliest criminals remained at large 
before falling into the clutches of the 
FBI was 149. 

T HE list had its actual beginning 
more than 13 years ago in 1947, 
when the International News Service, 
the Associated Press and the United 
Press started to send feature stories 
about leading criminals to member 
newspapers. 

International News Service kept at 
it most consistently and in 1950 FBI 
Director Hoover found this publicity 
so helpful in capturing notorious fugi- 
tive criminals that he expanded the 
program. 

“Sixty five of the fugitives on the 
list who have been brought to justice 
were located as a direct result of in- 
formation provided by alert, law- 
abiding citizens,” he explains. 

“These successes resulted from data 
concerning the fugitives appearing in 
newspapers, magazines, on television 
and radio programs and the wanted 
posters concerning these fugitives 
which are distributed nationally by 
the FBI. 

“This program, in effect, has brought 
every man, woman and child inter- 
ested in good law enforcement into 
the search for the Nation’s most dan- 
gerous criminals.” 

Since the inception of the program 
Hoover has determinedly held the line 
on two ground rules he laid down. 
One is to protect the anonymity of 
informants. He has doggedly refused 
to open FBI files or disclose sources 
of information to even top federal 
officials. The late Senator Joseph Mc- 
Carthy, back in 1954, tried everything 
in his bag of legal tricks to get Hoover 
to unlock FBI files to his committee. 
McCarthy scored a notable failure. 

Hoover’s other basic rule is that his 
G-men carefully and courteously 
listen to all information from any 
source which volunteers it and to 
check it out no matter how far-fetched 
it may sound. 

“The most effective weapon against 
crime is cooperation, a combining of 
the efforts of all law enforcement 
agents with the support and under- 
standing of the American people,” he 
maintains. “No police agency is so big 


or so small that it should not welcome 
this cooperation.” 

Neither Hoover nor any of his 
G-men are surprised by the unusual 
sources from which they may receive 
important tips. 

Take, for example, the case of the 
young St. Paul, Minnesota couple 
who went to Washington, D.C. on 
their honeymoon. Among other places 
of interest they visited FBI head- 
quarters. One of the photos in the 
“Top Ten” display reminded the bride 
of a neighbor back home. 

“He looks exactly like Charley Gru- 
ber who rented that small house down 
the street,” she said. 

The husband looked skeptical. Ac- 
cording to the poster the fugitive was 
Hugh Bion Morse, wanted for bur- 
glary and assault with intent to mur- 
der his estranged wife in California. 

“Now why would a character like 
that decide to settle down in a quiet 
neighborhood in St. Paul?” said the 
husband, “I’m sure you are mistaken.” 

His bride wasn’t mistaken. Soon 
after she voiced her suspicion to a 
G-man at FBI headquarters, field 
agents in Minneapolis went into ac- 
tion. 

“Within minutes FBI agents were at 
the address furnished,” said Hoover. 
“They quickly arrested Morse and 
subsequently heard his startling ad- 
mission of several brutal, unsolved 
murders which have since led to his 
imprisonment for life. In deference 
to long standing FBI police, the iden- 
tity of the alert citizen was not re- 
vealed.” 

As another example there is the 
case of a Jersey City high school stu- 
dent named Bill who, like a multitude 
of other teenagers, is fond of jazz. 

One day, back in 1961, he read a 
news story in the Hackensack “Rec- 
ord” about a Reading, Massachusetts, 
trumpet player named Philip Alfred 
La Normandin who had held up a 
grocery store manager at pistol point 
and fled to the woods where, sur- 
rounded by local police he had es- 
caped in a desperate gun battle. 

What made the story stick in Bill’s 
mind was the fact that the trumpet 
player was three-fingered. 

Some time later the oil burner in 
Bill’s house was cleaned by a service 
man named John Callan. The young- 
ster noticed that he had two fingers 
missing from his right hand. Despite 
the fact that it seemed far-fetched 
Bill phoned the FBI. 

G-men checked Callan out. They 
found he had arrived in Jersey City 
six months before and obtained a job 


with the oil burner company a few 
days after La Normandin had van- 
ished from Reading. 

This much could have been mere 
coincidence. But when they searched 
his room they found a loaded .45 
automatic pistol and a trumpet. 

Thanks to Bill’s tip La Normandin 
alias Callan is no longer on the “Top 
Ten” list. He’s back in Massachusetts. 
Behind bars. 

As still another instance there is 
the case of Kenneth Eugene “Screw- 
driver” Cindle whose police record 
for drunken driving, jail break, forg- 
ery and armed robbery goes all the 
way back to 1930. 

Cindle didn’t make the “Top Ten” 
list until October 12th, 1959, when 
he walked into a Wichita, Kansas, 
restaurant with a confederate, men- 
aced the cashier and patrons with a 
.12 gauge shotgun and walked out 
with several hundred dollars. 

On Aprjl 1, 1961, an onion grower 
in Lubbock, Texas, turned on a TV 
program which showed the “Top 
Ten.” One of them was Cindle. 

“I’ve seen that guy somewhere be- 
fore,” he remarked to his wife. 

“By Godfrey! He’s the one who 
runs the tractor over on the Burnett 
ranch!” 

The onion grower called the FBI. 
Cindle was picked up on the same 
day and taken back to Wichita to 
stand trial for armed robbery. 

T HERE has long been a popular be- 
lief, fostered by the movies, TV and 
fiction that the big time criminal, the 
killer or bank robber has nerves of 
steel and when he takes it on the lam 
he’s ready to shoot it out with his 
pursuers if cornered. 

In some instances this has proven 
true, Special Agent Edward B. Shana- 
han, for instance, was shot to death 
by an automobile thief named Martin 
J. Durkin whom he was trying to ar- 
rest. 

Special Agent Sam Cowley, who 
had been in charge of the Dillinger 
case, and Special Agent Herman E. 
Hollis both died in an exchange of 
bullets with “Baby Face” Nelson and 
a pal, John P. Chase whom they 
caught up with on a highway near 
Barrington, Illinois, and tried to ar- 
rest them. “Baby Face” was also 
killed in the desperate gun fight. 

Over the years there have been 
other cases in which G-men and local 
law enforcement officers have been 
slain when closing in on trapped fugi- 
tives. 

By and large, however, when a 
wanted criminal is placed on the “Top 
Ten” list it has a psychological effect 
on him. In the first place the nation- 
wide publicity he receives makes him 


too hot for other members of the 
underworld to hide. The refuge they 
provide is temporary at best and 
they’re anxious to speed him on his 
way before they, too, are caught by 
the FBI. 

In the second place some of the 
toughest characters who ever made 
the “Top Ten” list have cracked up 
under the strain of persistent pub- 
licity. 

Lyndal Ray Smith is an example. 
On February 14, 1962, while serving 
a term in a Wisconsin prison for 
armed robbery he engineered a dar- 
ing jail break and escaped to Milwau- 
kee where he went into hiding. There, 
watching a local TV program, he saw 
his photo and his name listed among 
the “Top Ten.” 

Smith fled in increasing panic from 
one midwest city to another. He saw 
his “wanted” posters in post offices 
everywhere. He saw his photo on the 
TV screen in Chicago and then in 
Cleveland. 

He headed East, arrived in Balti- 
more on March 13 and under an as- 
sumed name obtained a job as a bar- 
tender. 

One week later he picked up a 
copy of the “Baltimore News-Post.” 
There was his photo in a feature story 
about the “Top Ten.” On the follow- 
ing day a similar feature article ap- 
peared in “The Evening Sun.” 

On March 22 Smith walked into 
the FBI field office and gave himself 
up. 

“What’s the use?” he complained. 
“You guys have the deck stacked 
against me. Sooner or later someone 
seeing one of these stories will spot 
me and turn me in. It’s been like that 
in every damn place I’ve been to. I 
might as well quit now.” 

Carmine Di Biase, listed on the 
“Top Ten” for unlawful flight to 
avoid prosecution for murder was 
another tough guy who cracked under 
the publicity barrage. He finally gave 
in to his nerves and surrendered to 
the FBI through a New York City 
attorney. 

A hardboiled killer named George 
William Krendich went to pieces so 
badly that he couldn’t even summon 
up enough courage to surrender. He 
put his .45 to his head and shot him- 
self to death in his hideout. 

Still another big timer, Ernest Tait, 
way back in 1951 was one of the 
earliest criminals listed on the “Top 
Ten.” When he was captured by 
G-men and sentenced a few months 
later he vowed he’d never be taken 
alive again. 

Nine years later Tait made the list 
again. When he was captured the sec- 
ond time he was carrying a loaded .38 
caliber revolver but made no attempt 
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to reach for it. 

"Ever since I was put on the list 
I’ve been seeing my picture every- 
where," he said. "I keep looking over 
my shoulder for G-men all the time 
t’ntil 1 can't stand it. If you hadn’t 
caught me I'd have given myself up.” 

H OOVER and his FBI have not al- 
ways had this whole-hearted co- 
operation from the press, radio, TV 
stations, local police or a considerable 
segment of law abiding citizenry. 

Starting as a youthful filing clerk 
Hoover has been with the Depart- 
ment of Justice for 45 years. During 
38 of these years he has been head 
of the Bureau of Investigation which 
formally became the Federal Bureau 
of Investigation in 1935. 

In the early days there was a tend- 
ency to glamorize big time gangsters 
and killers in the press and kids played 
“John Dillinger” in which they out- 
gunned the forces of law and order. 

Hoover embarked on a nationwide 
crusade to de-glamorize criminals. He 
made numerous public appearances at 
civic, church and other group meet- 
ings where he branded romanticized 
killers like Dillinger as dirty yellow 
rats, vermin, scum, public enemies 
and originated the term “Public En- 
emy No. 1.” 

When Hoover was seen in an oc- 
casional night club, in company with 
Walter Winchell and other celebrities 
of the era the sincerity of his anti- 
crime appearances was interpreted as 
a bid for personal publicity. 

Hoover bore the barbs and slurs in 
hurt silence. It was true he welcomed, 
even courted publicity. But for the 
FBI, not for himself. He was con- 
vinced that the best way to de-glamor- 
ize the criminal was to portray the 
G-man, collectively and anonymously, 
as the modern knight in shining armor 
victoriously combatting the forces of 
evil. 

In doing so he laid himself wide 
open to attack as to his real motive 
for publicity. It happened, coinciden- 
tally at a time when Congress gave 
the FBI greater authority under the 
Fugitive Felon Act and he and his 
G-men began to help to solve many 
cases throughout the country which 
previously had been under the exclu- 
sive jurisdiction of State or municipal 
law enforcement authorities. 

What followed was inevitable. 
There was a rising tide of protests 
from State and municipal police offi- 
cials that “after we crack a much 
publicized case Hoover and his G-men 
move in to make the arrest and grab 
the credit.” 

Even the Secret Service and the 
Post Office Inspectors joined in some 
of the complaints and accusations. 


A number of attempts were made 
to “debunk” Hoover, the most note- 
worthy being a Senate Appropriations 
Subcommittee hearing at which Ten- 
nessee’s Senator McKellar acidly ques- 
tioned him about his field experience 
and the number of arrests he had 
personally made. 

. • And I understand, Mr. Hoover, 
that while you have been Director of 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation 
for approximately 12 years, you, your- 
self, have never personally made, nor 
assisted in capturing a dangerous 
criminal,” McKellar sneered. 

Hoover’s answer was to direct and 
participate in the capture, in New 
Orleans a month later, of Alvin Kar- 
pis who was wanted by the FBI for 
the $100,000 ransom-kidnaping of 
wealthy William Hamm, Jr., of St. 
Paul. The police of several cities also 
were hunting for Karpis for ques- 
tioning in connection with at least a 
half dozen gangster-style murders. 

W HEN Hoover launched his “Top 
Ten” list in 1950 the press, led 
by the national news services, were 
solidly behind him. 

Hoover made it quite clear that his 
organization had neither the authority 
nor inclination to participate in actual 
investigations of purely local crimes. 

“To do so, in effect, would place 
the FBI in the role of a national po- 
lice force,” he declared. “Now, as 
always, the FBI is opposed to any 
movement or organization which will 
infringe on the sovereignty of local 
law enforcement and serve as a prec- 
edent for a national police agency.” 
But, he added, there was no restric- 
tion against Federal, state and local 
law enforcement officers working to- 
gether in matters of mutual interest 
such as apprehending fugitives on the 
“Top Ten” list. 

“Local and state officers, who are 
sworn to uphold the laws of the 
United States as well as state and lo- 
cal laws, often have accompanied 
FBI Agents to assist in the apprehen- 
sion of dangerous criminals. FBI 
Agents frequently work alone, and it 
js not uncommon for one to locate a 
wanted man far from any assistance 
by his fellow Agents. In such instan- 
ces, his task of making an arrest would 
be most hazardous without the whole- 
hearted cooperation of the local po- 
lice.” 

Gradually local law authorities dis- 
covered that Hoover meant exactly 
what he said. When the FBI was re- 
quested to move in and assist it threw 
all of its impressive facilities into the 
pursuit and when the fugitive criminal 
was caught and turned over to local 
authorities they faded unobtrusively 
from the picture. 


Not all such criminals make the 
“Top Ten." Last year the FBI appre- 
hended more than 1,400 wanted fugi- 
tives in the continental U.S. who were 
not on the elite list. 

This naturally raises the question of 
how the candidates are chosen for 
the “Top Ten.” 

First the criminal must presumably 
have fled interstate and second a lo- 
cal law organization must request the 
FBI for assistance in apprehending 
him. These are basic. 

“Viciousness and danger to the law- 
abiding public are among several im- 
portant factors considered in selecting 
criminals for this list,” Hoover ex- 
plains. 

“Watson Young, Jr., mental hospital 
escapee and alleged rapist and double 
murderer, fully qualified for such con- 
sideration and became a “Top Ten” 
fugitive on February 5, 1962. 

“Highlighted in his fugitive pub- 
licity, along with his unpredictable and 
irrational behavior, was his deep in- 
terest in funeral homes. 

“True to form, Young was seized 
by Salina, Kansas, police, one week 
after his arrival on the wanted list, 
following a wild, night-time chase. He 
was caught after recklessly speeding 
through Salina streets, with red lights 
flashing and siren blaring, at the wheel 
of a stolen funeral home ambulance. 
Found in his pockets, along with two 
knives, was a copy of his FBI wanted 
notice.” 

One almost certain way to be 
placed on the list is to kill a cop or 
other law enforcement officer and 
then flee from the state. 

Such was the case of a 32-year-old 
killer named George Edward Cole. 

Cole was in his late teens when he 
received his first prison sentence as 
a result of a car theft. Shortly after 
his release he committed armed rob- 
bery in California for which he was 
sentenced to from five years to life. 

He was paroled in October 1951 
and skipped to New Orleans where 
he was arrested two months later as 
a parole violator. Other crimes in- 
cluded being AWOL from the Army, 
escape and automobile theft. 

Cole was again paroled by Califor- 
nia authorities in August 1955 and he 
dropped out of sight for more than a 
year. 

Early in the morning of December 
30, 1956, Cole and another hood en- 
tered a tavern in San Francisco’s 
“Tenderloin” district. Cole pulled a 
.357 Magnum revolver. 

“This is a holdup!” he snapped. “I 
mean business!” 

An off-duty cop who happened to 
be in the tavern at the time lunged 
for Cole. 

“You cheap punk!” he growled and 
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grabbed for the gun. 

Cole cut him down with two shots 
and fled with his confederate, leaving 
the cop dead on the floor. 

The second hood was captured a 
few days later following an intensive 
hunt by infuriated San Francisco po- 
lice. When questioned he declared 
that Cole had probably fled East and 
the local police asked the FBI for 
assistance. 

Cole’s name was put on the “Top 
Ten” and for more than two years the 
nationwide hunt for him went on. 

One day in July 1959 a Des Moines 
druggist stopped for gasoline on U.S. 
6 at a filling station near Mineral 
Springs. He identified the attendant 
as Cole from a wanted poster and 
phoned the FBI. Captured by G-men, 
Cole was returned to California where 
he was tried and convicted for the 
cold-blooded murder of the police 
officer. 

A lthough spot-lighting a “Top 
Ten” fugitive in the glare of nation- 
wide publicity, leaving him no place 
to hide, has been responsible for the 
capture of 65 notorious criminals as 
the result of tips by citizens, and has 
contributed to the apprehension of 
many of the 99 others, the FBI also 
utilizes other techniques. 

“Publicity has been an effective 
weapon in locating “most wanted” 
fugitives, but identification by finger- 
print comparison still plays an impor- 
tant role,” Hoover emphasizes. 

Today, due largely to his personal 
perseverance, the files of the Identi- 
fication Division of the FBI contain 
more than 163 million fingerprint 
cards so efficiently automated that a 
requested set of prints can be pro- 
duced within a few minutes. 

Hoover’s zeal in building up his 
fingerprints files has frequently en- 
countered obstacles and outright an- 
tagonism in the past. 

Department heads, union leaders, 
organization presidents and many 
others have agitated that taking the 
fingerprints of a law abiding citizen 
is a violation of privacy. 

Not so, Hoover has argued, not 
only does an honest man have nothing 
to fear but he is being helpful to the 
Bureau in the suppression of crime. 
He might even be helpful to his own 
family if he were so unfortunate as 
to have a fatal accident in which he 
might require positive identification. 

A man of dogged determination 
Hoover persisted and gradually he 
made progress. Today the FBI has 
some 123 million citizens’ fingerprints 
on file and, in the Criminal Section, 
40 million more representing 14 mil- 
lion individuals. 

The “Identification Orders,” the 


wanted posters of “Top Ten” and 
other fugitive criminals which are 
given nationwide distribution bear a 
clear reproduction of their fingerprint 
impressions. These Identification Or- 
ders are customarily placed in the 
identification files of law enforcement 
agencies for ready reference. 

When Otto Austin Lobel was ar- 
rested in Sanford, Florida, for intoxi- 
cation he was routinely fingerprinted 
by the police. A check of the Identifi- 
cation Orders in their files showed the 
cops that instead of bringing in a 
smalltime drunk they had captured a 
murderer on the “Top Ten” list. 

In the summer of 1959 while hitch- 
hiking in Oklahoma Lobel had been 
given a lift by a passing motorist 
named Frederick Grant Dunn. 

Lobel had killed and robbed Dunn, 
stolen his car and disappeared. He was 
added to the “Top Ten” on September 
7, 1959, when skeletal remains found 
on a farm near Ellsworth, Kansas 
were determined by the FBI Labora- 
tory to be those of Dunn. 

The Sanford cops notified the FBI. 
Lobel was shipped to Oklahoma where 
he was tried and executed for murder. 

In Atlanta, Georgia, local cops 
walked in on “Alfred Runyon” while 
he was burglarizing a chain store safe. 
Taken to headquarters he swore that 
this was his first crime. 

A fingerprint check disclosed a 
different story. His real name was 
Nelson Robert Duncan. He was on the 
“Top Ten” list for transporting a 
stolen automobile interstate, unlaw- 
fully fleeing interstate to avoid prose- 
cution for the crime of robbery and 
for violation of the Federal Firearms 
Act. 

Another “Top Ten” fugitive, Lloyd 
Reed Russell, wanted by the FBI for 
unlawful flight to avoid confinement 
for assault was surprised by officers 
of the Spokane, Washington, Sheriff’s 
Office while trying to rob a super- 
market. 

Russell shot his way out of the 
store and was cut down by police bul- 
lets in the parking lot nearby. Only 
after his fingerprints were taken in the 
morgue was it discovered that he had 
been one of the “Top Ten.” 

“Had we known this in advance,” 
one of the deputy sheriffs commented 
grimly, “we would have proceeded 
more cautiously. The FBI boys aren’t 
fooling when they put a fugitive’s 
name on the ‘Top Ten’ list.” 

Some criminals responsible for 
spectacular crimes solved by the FBI 
working with other law enforcement 
organizations are not listed on the 
“Top Ten” for legal or technical rea- 
sons. 

Among such cases have been the 
famous Brink’s robbery in Boston, the 
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Weinberger kidnaping and the murder 
of 44 persons on an airliner in Color- 
ado by Jack Gilbert Graham who 
placed a bomb on the plane. 

“These cases were tried in state 
courts either because investigation 
showed no Federal violation had oc- 
curred or state charges were far more 
serious,” Hoover explains. 

Sometimes a fugitive who gets on 
the list for one crime discovers he is 
charged with another, more sinister, 
when apprehended. 

The case of murderer Henry A. 
Queor, Jr., illustrates this as well as 
the close cooperation which now exists 
between the FBI and local law en- 
forcement agencies. 

Early on a March morning a young 
airman driving through southern Ala- 
bama with his wife and child stopped 
at a roadside park about a mile north 
of the Alabama-Florida line to allow 
his dog some exercise. 

The small animal dashed into the 
brush and was followed by his owner 
who suddenly stopped in horror. 
There, before him, lay the hacked and 
battered body of a woman. 

The serviceman drove to a nearby 
house and called the Baldwin County, 
Alabama, Sheriff. 

Within a short time the woman was 
identified as a practical nurse who had 
departed the day before from her 
sister’s home in St. Petersburg, Flori- 


da, en route by car to her own home 
in Norfolk, Virginia. 

Since her car was missing and the 
possibility of kidnaping and interstate 
transportation of a stolen motor ve- 
hicle existed, G-men immediately 
joined local and state officials in ef- 
forts to solve the brutal murder. 

FBI working in Florida determined 
the probable route the victim would 
have traveled and then began check- 
ing restaurants, taverns, service sta- 
tions and other establishments be- 
tween St. Petersburg and the murder 
scene. 

This technique paid off five days 
later when two waitresses and an at- 
tendant at a Chiefland, Florida, res- 
taurant and service station recalled 
having seen the murdered woman on 
the day before her corpse was found 
in the roadside park. They declared 
that she had been accompanied by a 
young man dressed in an Army khaki 
uniform. 

Five days later, a garage operator 
at Crystal River, Florida reported he 
had towed in an abandoned car which 
had its motor burned out. G-men 
learned it had been abandoned about 
March 7 which they now knew had 
been the day on which the woman 
was killed. 

The car bore Maryland license 
plates, but a check with Florida police 
disclosed it had not been reported 


stolen. In the trunk was an Army 
duffle bag on which was stamped the 
name “Henry A. Queor, Jr.,” and an 
Army serial number. 

The name and serial number, traced 
through Army sources revealed that 
he was AWOL from the U.S. Army 
Proving Grounds at Aberdeen, Mary- 
land. 

Queor’s photographs and finger- 
prints were obtained, also through the 
Army, and he became a murder sus- 
pect. There was a missing link, how- 
ever, the victim’s car. 

The way in which the story was 
shaping up to the investigators, Queor 
— if it was Queor — had been driving 
north in Florida on Route 19 when 
his car broke down at Crystal River. 

He abandoned it and had started 
hitch-hiking when picked up by his 
victim. After they stopped to eat at 
a restaurant at Chiefland some 60 
miles further on, he killed her on the 
highway and stole her car. 

Six days later G-men discovered her 
car abandoned on a road south of 
Baltimore, Maryland. FBI fingerprint 
experts went over it carefully and 
found Queor’s prints on the wheel. 

This clinched it. Queor’s name was 
added to the “Top Ten” for trans- 
porting a stolen car interstate. He was 
on the list less than 48 hours before 
he was caught. 

Under questioning Queor confessed 57 



“Madame Drachma” 

(Continued from page 25) 


he had tried to attack his victim and 
had been repulsed by her with a coke 
bottle. She hit him with it twice. In- 
furiated, he choked her into uncon- 
sciousness, threw her from the car 
and ran over her body several times 
until he was certain she was dead. 
He had then hidden her battered 
corpse in the underbrush. 

The G-men took him back to Bald- 
win County, Alabama to stand trial 
for murder. He pleaded guilty and is 
now serving a life sentence without 
possibility of parole. 

O NCE a criminal makes the “Top 
Ten” and is caught there is a 
98 per cent probability that he will 
not only be convicted but that the 
conviction will stick and he will serve 
out his sentence. 

It is a shocking reflection on the 
leniency of many of our courts how- 
ever that 130 out of 154 of the most 
ruthless or depraved murderers, ban- 
dits, rapists and other notorious crim- 
inals had been given suspended sen- 
tences, parole or probation for other, 
and in several instances equally sinis- 
ter crimes before they were listed on 
the “Top Ten.” 

“The foul history of Donald L. 
Payne who was added to the list on 
October 6, 1960, reveals the leniency 
shown to this type of criminal,” 
Hoover declares grimly. 

“Here is his sordid score: Separate 
convictions for raping two girls, 9 
and 15; conviction for perversion 
upon a 10-year-old boy and charge of 
perversion upon a woman; and, as a 
“Top Ten” fugitive, charged with al- 
legedly raping an 1 8-year-old girl and 
reportedly perpetrating a vicious sex 
attack on a boy, 12 years old.” 

“His punishment’ includes two 
paroles, two commutations of sen- 
tences, one escape, and one attempted 
escape from prison. 

“Nothing discourages and disheart- 
ens law enforcement officers more 
than the knowledge that their efforts 
in apprehending criminals are often 
no more than useless expenditures of 
time and money— useless because un- 
warranted leniency in the form of 
suspended sentences, parole or proba- 
tion so frequently makes a mockery 
of good police work. 

“Assuredly, we must continually 
strive to rehabilitate those persons 
who have strayed from lawful ways. 
On the other hand, consideration must 
be given to protecting society by iso- 
lating depraved individuals who have 
no respect for law and order or the 
rights of others. The scales of justice 
must be balanced.” 

For more than 13 years Hoover has 
been utilizing his “Top Ten” as an 
effective means to this end. • 


important to Elva’s future was the 
accompanying picture of her. She 
was shown lying on her divan in 
shorts, her long legs bent at the knees 
so that her full thighs were flagrantly 
displayed. On her face was a mock- 
ing smile, and in her mouth a long 
cigarette in a holder. 

The picture scandalized Athens 
gossips. A woman whose lover has 
just committed suicide shouldn’t be 
smiling. But Elva was pleased. Men, 
she knew, might slander her publicly, 
but in their hearts they would desire 
her. 

The unfortunate Oscar Benzel’s 
business reverses made his suicide 
plausible, the murder gun had been 
neatly placed in his hand and the up- 
shot was that Elva and Grannick 
were freed. Elva set up shop with 
Grannick in an apartment at 23 Leof. 
Didotou, not far from the Ecole 
Francais. 

She almost instantly discovered that 
she had made a mistake. In swindling 
Oscar Benzel, she had neglected to 
take anything for herself. All the 
money — about $66,000 American was 
in Grannick’s name. She argued with 
him. 

“Give me half, Held. It was my 
idea.” 

He smiled at her, and twiddled his 
red mustache. “You don’t trust me, 
darling. No, in Greece the man is in 
charge of the money. I shall see that 
you have everything you need.” 

She stared at him sullenly. “You 
thief. You no good. I’ll fix you yet.” 

He laughed. “My, what a temper 
my little girl has.” 

It seems curious that Grannick 
took Elva’s threats so lightly. With 
his predecessor as an example, he 
should have known better. 

U NLIKE Oscar Benzel, Grannick 
hadn’t a jealous bone in his body. 
In fact, he even suggested to Elva 
where she might best use hers. He was 
soon involved in an attempt to get hold 
of the extremely valuable rights to 
sponge fishing in the Aegean Sea. He 
needed friends in high places, and to 
this end he and Elva ran a virtually 
permanent party in their apartment at 
23 Didotou. 

The parties — according to the old 
newspaper stories — were something of 
a sensation. The rug was always damp 
with spilled champagne and whiskey. 
The caterer made daily deliveries of 
hot stuffed clams, cold meat, cold 
lobster, huge loaves of bread and 
baskets of dainty cakes. Lounging on 
the divan, a simple, tight-fitting, silk 


dress clinging to every curve, Elva al- 
lowed Grannick’s friends to bring her 
bits of things to eat. She grew out- 
rageous, demanding that they feed her 
with their fingers, or hold her cham- 
pagne glass while she drank. Gran- 
nick was pleased. She drew the men 
— and he circulated among them, 
promoting his schemes. 

Then one night Elva decided she 
didn’t need Grannick any more. She 
was the person who lured the men 
into his net, but he kept the proceeds. 

Besides Grannick, there were four 
men in the room at the time; a minor 
government official, two sponge ex- 
porters, and a man of about 50 named 
Nikolo Pando. The government offi- 
cial, drunk, had already collapsed in 
a chair where he sat belching quietly 
to himself. The others were telling 
very bad obscene jokes and laughing 
uproariously. 

Suddenly Elva stood up on the 
divan. “Shut up,” she shouted. “Shut 
up all of you.” 

The men fell silent, and began 
grinning in anticipation. Elva was up 
to something new. 

Slowly, with lazy insolence, Elva 
stripped off her clothes and dropped 
them casually to the floor. “Bring me 
some champagne, Helel,” she de- 
manded. He brought the champagne. 

“And some cakes.” She was now 
totally naked. She perched herself on 
the back of the divan, nibbling at the 
cakes, sipping the champagne, and 
gazing calmly around at the silent 
men. 

Then she spoke. “Thank you for 
the champagne and cakes, Helel.” 

Helel smiled, pleased. “It is a 
pleasure, my — ” 

“That is all you are good for, 
Helel — fetching and carrying.” 

Grannick’s jaw dropped open under 
his mustache. “Elva, please, watch 
what — ” 

Elva finished the last bit of cake 
and dusted off her hands. She looked 
around at the other men. “I must be 
rid of Helel. Who will destroy him 
for me? He must be finished off.” 

“Elva,” Grannick said harshly. 
“Stop joking. This isn’t funny.” Sweat 
was pouring from his brow, and his 
hands trembled. 

“Naturally it wouldn’t be funny to 
you,” she said calmly. She turned 
away from him. “All right, gentlemen, 
the man who will destroy Helel may 
take me home. Come, come, who is 
it to be?” 

The men looked uneasily at each 
other. To take Elva home — that was 
worth a lot. But to publicly promise 



NOW... Start Enjoying "THE BEST of TWO WORLDS” 





JUST 1'/. MILES from ELKO, NEVADA 


$1 °DOWN / $10 



PER MONTH 


FULL FRICE *595 * 

NO INTEREST no carrying charges 


MEADOW 



RANCHOS 

BOOMING NEVADA IS EQUALED BY ONLY A FEW PLACES IN THE WORLD. 

Population has surged Westward in ever increasing numbers. Westward 
to Nevada, where the air is fresh and clear, taxes are low or non- 
existent and opportunity is open to all. Yes, Nevada is booming and 
real estate investors are prospering. It is a proven fact that many 
purchasers of Nevada acreage have realized fabulous profits from small 
investments. Now, a NEW Nevada Real Estate Opportunity exists for 
you. This Ground Floor Opportunity is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS, 
located only IV 2 miles from the thriving city of Elko, Nevada. 


to destroy a man? 

Then Nikolo Pando stepped for- 
ward, calm and decisive. “Put on 
some clothes, my dear. 1 can’t have 
you running around the streets 
raked.” 

She hesitated. 

“Oh.” He glanced at Grannick. 
“We can do as we please with him in 
due course. Be in my office in the 
morning. Helel.” 

Elva came down from the divan 
and began to dress. 

“Elva,” Grannick cried, mopping 
the sweat from his forehead. “Elva, 
for the love of God.” 

Elva went out with Nikolo Pando. 
She had made a wise choice. Pando 
was a ruthless, ambitious man who 
had risen from an ordinary seaman 
aboard one of Europa Shipping Com- 
pany’s tankers to president of the 
company. His face was bronzed and 
lined from his years at sea, and his 
body was tough and sinewy. More- 
over, unlike Benzel and Grannick, 
he didn’t underestimate Elva’s abil- 
ities. Instead of setting her up in an 
apartment, he kept her on his yacht 
anchored in the harbor. He also put 
her on an income of $500 a week. “I 
advise you to save it, my dear. Invest 
it in some worthwhile stocks. You 
will not always be young and pretty.” 
Elva took his advice to heart. She 
invested the income in stock of Eur- 
opa — his own company. Then she 
demanded that Pando live up to his 
promise. 

“Grannick, Nikki,” she said, finger- 
ing his lips as they lay in bed aboard 
the yacht. “You promised you’d de- 
stroy him.” / 

“My advice, Elva is to forget 
Grannick. I have learned not to make 
unnecessary enemies.” 

“Bah, you always have advice. You 
promised. I insist.” 

He shrugged. “Very well.” 

He saw Grannick in his office. 
Grannick was out of his depth and 
he knew it. He stood in front of 
Pando’s huge mahogany desk, bowing 
and cringing. 

“Sit down, Grannick,” Pando said. 
“Have a cigar.” 

Helel did as he was bid, his hands 
trembling on the match. “Mr. Pan- 
do, I—” 

Pando held up his hand. “Gran- 
nick, you’re a small-time chiseler and 
I could easily arrange to have you 
jailed. In fact, I could have you 
thrown to the fish, if I wanted.” 

“My God, Mr. Pando — ” Sweat 
poured in rivulets from his forehead. 

“However, I won’t. I'm putting you 
on the payroll. Change your name, 
shave your mustache, and stay out of 
circulation. Someday I may need 
you.” 
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relax and enjoy the wonderful life of the Golden 
West. 

... THE WORLD OF CITY CONVENIENCES: The bus- 
tling city of Elko with its modern schools, shops, 
theaters, hospital and airport is only IV 2 miles 
away. The Experienced, Successful Developers of 
MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS are not offering remote 
land where purchasers have to hope for progress 
and expansion. They offer you the opportunity of 
a life time, a chance to participate in Nevada's 
continuing boom . . . Minutes from the conveniences 
of hospitable Elko, in the midst of current growth 
and progress, MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the 
necessary ingredients to skyrocket in value! 


RECREATION UNLIMITED: 

GOLF: A mere one 
mile from MEADOW 
VALLEY RANCHOS 
is the Ruby View 
Golf Course. No 
rush for starting 
times on this city 
owned and main- 
tained golf course, 
but golfing as it should be enjoyed. Play a leisurely 
9-18 or 36 holes surrounded by breathtaking scen- 
ery, minutes from your rancho. 

HUNTING: Hunters from all corners of the globe 
come to Elko County to hunt the big game species 
Mule Deer . . . Quail, Chukar, and Partridge are 
found in abundance. 


MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS 
1832 STOCKMEN BLDG. 

ELKO, NEVADA 


FISHING: In jewel like 
lakes, and mountain fed 
bottom streams you’ll 
catch trophy size Ger- 
man Browns, Rainbow 
and Brook Trout . . large 
mouth fighting Bass. 
RANCHO owners can 
catch their dinner with- 
in easy driving distance 
of the property lines. 

YOUR OWN LAKE . . . You, and your invited guests 
will spend many happy hours boating, fishing and 
picnicking at nearby Lake Osino. There is no 
charge to Rancho owners for full rights to the 
use of this private multi-acre lake and park area. 

PROVEN OPPORTUNITY: Yes, individuals are taking 
advantage of Nevada opportunity. But the countries 
financial experts, our leading corporations are also 
investing in their Nevada futures. Industrial giants 
build plants where Increasing Land Values and Popu- 
lation demand them. Anaconda Copper has com- 
pleted at $32,000,000 plant. North American Avia- 
tion, Kaiser Steel and Curtis-Wright are building 
plants or have secured large acreage. 

LOW OR NON-EXISTENT TAXES: As a result of Ne- 
vada’s low realistic tax structure, Profits And 
Wages Are Kept; not paid out to the state. NEVADA 
HAS NO STATE INCOME, INHERITANCE, CORPORA- 
TION OR GIFT TAX. The low real property tax is 
definitely limited by the state constitution. YES. 
NEVADA IS ONE OF OUR LAST FRONTIERS OF TAX 
FREEDOM! 

TOTAL COSTS: The full price of the title to your 
2 V 2 acre Rancho is only $595.00. Complete payment 
schedule is $1.00 down and $ 10.00 per month. 
No interest, no carrying charges. Live, Vacation or 
Retire on your land, or simply hold for investment 
security. Wise men like Andrew Carnegie said. 
"More money has been made in Real Estate than in 
all industrial investments combined." Make MEADOW 
VALLEY RANCHOS’ PROSPEROUS FUTURE — YOUR 
FUTURE. DON’T MISS THE GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY! 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 


MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS 
1832 Stockmen Bldg., Elko, Nevada 

Yes! — Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me — 2 V 2 acre 
parcel, $595 — payable $1 down, and $10 a month — no interest no 
carrying charges. Send purchase contract and map showing exact loca- 
tion of my holding. You will return my deposit if I request same within 
30 days. I enclose deposit for each 2 V 2 acre rancho desired. 


SIZE 

ACRES 
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MO 

2 Vi 

51 

$10 

5 

2 


7 V 2 

3 

20 

10 
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25 


Indicate No of Ranchos Total enclosed S 
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OPPORTUNITIES 

BUSINESS A MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES (PMCJuly’K) 
MAKE BIG MONEY Los Angeles Area. My book tells how. 
Lists job opportunities, prices on rooms, apartments, food. 
Fabulous not spots, sports, etc. Send $1.00. Bular, Box 16007, 

Long Beach 6, Calif. 

MAKE $25-$50 week clipping newspaper items for publishers. 
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National, 81, 

Knickerbocker Station, New York City. 

ASSEMBLE ARTIFICIAL LURES at home for stores. Mate- 
rials supplied Free. Profitable! Write: Lures, Ft. Walton 
Beach 20, Florida. 


$100 WEEKLY POSSIBLE. Compile mailing lists and prepare 
envelopes for advertisers. Home-spare time. Particulars free. 
National Service, 81, Knickerbocker Station, New York City . 
$3.00 HOUR POSSIBLE, home spare time, assembling our 

products. Novelty Lamps, Cabot 41, Arkansas. 

LOANS BY MAIL 

NEED MONEY? DO as thousands of people are doing— 
borrow money you need from National Loans by mail, quickly, 
confidentially. Easily arranged, repay in small monthly 
amounts. Borrow Si 00.00 to $600.00 without collateral or 
co-signers. Write — tell us how much you need now. National 
Loans, Dept. 9 , 101 S. Tejon, Colorado Springs, Colorado. 
LOANS ON ARTICLES Of Value; Enclose Sufficient For 
Return Postage; ISA, 2418 Magazine, New Orleans 13, La. 

AGENTS A HELP WANTED 

BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS— TO $5.00 hour demon- 
strating Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. 
For Free samples, derails, write Studio Girl, Dept. 28C37, 
Glendale, California. 


EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. PC-73, Chicago 
32, Illinois. 

SALESMEN WANTED 

SELL ADVERTISING BOOK Matches. Write us today; we 
put you in business By Return Mail, handling complete line 
Ad Book Matches in demand by every business right in your 
town I No investment: everything furnished Free! Top com- 
missions daily: Superior Match, Dept Z-763, 7530 S. Green- 

wood, Chicago 19, HI. 

STAMP COLLECTING 

SMASHING COLLECTION FREE— Includes Triangles, 
Early United States, Rockets, Sports, British Colonies, High 
Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus big, illustrated 
Magazine, all free. Send 10c for postage. Gray Stamp Co., 
Dept. MB, Toronto, Canada. 

PERSONAL 

JUMBO CLOSE-OUT: Extraordinary Pictures. Novelties, 
Stamps. Generous Samples At u Usual Cost 30c. Giant 
Gentlemens Assortment 97c. You'll Be Surprised And Re- 
warded. Books (Pocket And Large Size) Titles You've Been 
Wanting: 11 Different $1. Only. Persil, 436 N.Y. Ave., 
Brooklyn 25, N.Y. 

LAND IN TEXAS. Ownership Certificate $1. Harvel Enter- 


LAND IN TEXAS. Ownership Certificate $1. Harvel Enter- 
prises, Box 3222, Beaumont, Texas. 

MUSIC 4 MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 

SONGPOEMS WANTED FOR Musical setting. Free exami- 
nation. Get "the Nashville Sound" in your songs and records. 
Send Poems: Music City Songcrafters, 6145-C Acklen 

Station, Nashville, Tenn. 

HYPNOTISM 

HYPNOTIZE UNNOTICED, QUICKLY, effortlessly, or re- 
fundl Thousands delighted! $2.00. M inter. Box 244-M, 
Cedarburg, Wisconsin. 


FREE ILLUSTRATED HYPNOTISM Catalogue. Write 

Hypnotist, 8721 Sunset, Hollywood 69W, California. 

FREE HYPNOSIS, SLEEP-Learning Catalog. Letcher, 2407 

Catherine, Dallas 11, Texas. 

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 
USED CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL Courses Listings— 
25c. Refunded. Amity Club, P.O. Box 2471, Detroit 31, Mich. 

DRESSES 24 c 

Shoes 39c • Men’s Suits $4.95 

Trousers $1.20. Better used clothing. 

Write for FREE Catalog 

TRANSWORLD, Dept. 114-R, 

162 Christopher Ave., Brooklyn 12, N. Y. 


Intimately Yours I 
Exclusively Yours I 

TRENCH" LINGERIE 

CATALOG 

For those who have been 
searching for fine quality in 
exciting, daring lingerie, we 
proudly offer our splendid 
selection of luxurious boudoir 
gowns, startling bikinis, friv- 
olous ensembles, and scores of 
other romantic feminine cre- 
ations . . . Our own ORIGINAL 
masterpieces and meticulous 
copies of authentic French de- 
signs. This catalog is offered 
to you at no charge, other 
than 25c to cover postage and 
handling. 

Send TODAY for Your Copy I 





r./i Famous for Fasmon Firsts 
Dept. 1046-A, 

S10 MADISON AVE., N. Y. 22, N. Y. 


Weak with relief, Grannick left the 
office. 

“So? How was he, Nikki?” Elva 
asked Pando that night as they sat in 
the yacht, drinking brandy. “Did he 
crawl? Did he beg for mercy?” 

Pando shrugged. “All of that,” he 
said. “He was frightened to death. 
I’m having him put in jail for six 
months.” 

It was characteristic of Elva that 
she believed Pando. Her record points 
to her incredible faith that she could 
simply go on doing as she liked. 
Retribution would never come to Elva 
Contabulis. She didn’t know that al- 
ready — this early in her career — the 
chill winds were beginning to blow. 

In any case, she now concluded 
that her path on up the ladder de- 
pended on publicity. Deliberately she 
set out to become notorious. “Par- 
ties, Nikki,” she demanded. “I’m a 
party girl, I want parties.” 

I T is unlikely that Athens had seen 
parties like Elva’s since the time of 
Plato. She installed a dice table, a pair 
of roulette wheels, and hired profes- 
sional gamblers to run them. She 
hired six prostitutes. She brought a 
chef down from Paris and gave him 
a free hand in stocking the yacht. 
Customarily she loaded up a party of 
20 on Thursday afternoon. The yacht 
then swept out into the sunny Medi- 
terranean, beyond the jurisdiction of 
Greece — or any other country. Here 
Elva was captain — and the captain’s 
word was law. Here is a letter an Am- 
erican student in Greece wrote to a 
friend in New York. The letter is 
dated June 12, 1949. 

Dear Bill, 

Maybe you’ve seen parties, and 
maybe you haven’t, but let me tell you 
sonny-boy, I went to one last week 
that makes a whorehouse brawl look 
like a church social. There is a woman 
here named Elva Contabulis, who is 
being kept by a shipping biggie. She 
stays on this yacht, one of those deals 
that looks like a floating hotel. I got 
invited through this chick I’ve been 
running around with. The minute we 
walked on board a waiter handed up 
a glass of champagne and brandy. 
Then we pulled out to sea. About fif- 
teen minutes later Elva comes out on 
deck with a laundry basket full of 
loinclothes and feathered headdresses. 
“All right everybody,” she called out, 
“We’re going to be Red Indians this 
week. Clothes off, everybody." I 
looked at my girl. She shrugged. So 
everybody took their clothes off and 
put on this gear. Then the boozing 
began, and I mean boozing. You ate, 
you drank, you dived overboard and 
swam in the Mediterranean. And of 
course you made love. Bill, there were 


naked bodies draped all over that ship 
so you could hardly walk around. 
They were doing it in public. Nobody 
cared. It went on like that for five 
days. The caper came on the last day. 
This woman Contabulis dressed her- 
self up in a bearskin, climbed up into 
the rigging, and announced she’d sleep 
with the first man who caught her. 
Bill, they were going up through that 
rigging, drunk as owls, like a bunch 
of monkeys. I’ll be honest, I col- 
lapsed. 

Elva Contabulis’ yacht period went 
on for about two years. It was during 
this time that she became a profes- 
sional. Very quietly, so that Nikolo 
Pando wouldn’t hear of it, she let it 
be known that she would give any- 
body a long night of love for $1,000. 
By setting a high price she eliminated 
from her trade all but the most im- 
portant men in Greek industrial cir- 
cles. Or for that matter, in European 
industrial circles: Elva’s reputation 
was spreading in ever-widening circles. 
One of them, a German industrialist 
from Hamburg, whose name obvious- 
ly can’t be used, put it this way. 

“You know, there’s something ex- 
citing about a woman who puts that 
kind of price on herself. Then there’s 
the matter of pride. A man likes to be 
able to say just once in his life that 
he bought a $1,000 woman. But the 
most interesting part is this. No mat- 
ter how bad Elva might have been in 
bed, no man would ever admit it. 
You’re supposed to be a business man, 
you’re supposed to get your money’s 
worth. So afterwards, the men always 
said she was worth the money. And 
of course that brought in more cus- 
tomers.” 

Was she worth it? 

“Let’s face it, no woman is worth 
$1,000 a night. But I’ll be honest, 
I’ve never had a better night.” 

Elva got rich and invested wisely. 
Sometimes she accepted her pay in 
stocks or bonds. Sorting out her finan- 
cial affairs is difficult, but as closely 
as can be determined — and consider- 
ing rising stock markets — by 1950, on 
her 21st birthday, Elva Contabulis 
was worth nearly $500,000. 

She was also about finished with 
Nikolo Pando. Word inevitably got 
back to the shipping magnate that she 
was selling herself on the open mar- 
ket. So Pando faced her down in the 
cabin of the yacht. Brandy and soda 
in hand, he stared down at her where 
she lay arrogantly on the divan. 

“My sweet,” he said sardonically, 
“You haven’t been behaving. Are you 
aware that I could ruin you?” 

She munched on a peach. “Oh? 
You could? How?” 

“Have you jailed for any one of a 
number of possible crimes.” 


“I suppose,” she said lazily. “You 
wouldn’t do it, though.” 

“And why not?” 

Elva played her trump. “Because I 
cwn 2,500 shares in your company.” 

“I didn’t give you those,” he spat 
out harshly. 

“No. I bought them. But it would 
look as if you had been looting your 
company to keep your mistress, 
wouldn’t it?” She spat the peach pit 
onto the floor. 

Pando stared at her, enraged. But 
she had beaten him, and he knew it. 
He struggled to calm himself. “Elva, 
I advise you to be careful. Retribu- 
tion always comes in the end.” 

She laughed brutally. “You always 
have such good advice, Nikki. Now 
have my things packed. I’m leaving.” 

With her fame and riches, Elva’s 
arrogance increased all out of bounds. 
She bossed men around as if they 
were her personal property. She 
bought and sold minor officials like 
gum drops. She did exactly what 
she pleased, when she pleased, and 
how she pleased. And she acquired 
a new man. 

The man was a 40-year old Greek- 
American who had made a fortune in 
Texas oil and had returned to Europe 
to invest it. He had an urbane polish 
which had been lacking in her other 
men. He went under the name of 
Jerry Tichles, an Americanization of 
his real name, Ticholopalis. From 
him, Elva didn’t want money; she 
wanted an entry into international 
society. 

“Introduce me to these people, Jer- 
ry,” she demanded. “I am young, I 
am beautiful, I am, shall we say, 
talented. They will like me.” 

Tichles wasn’t so sure. International 
society accepts free and easy women, 
but an out-right prostitute was an- 
other thing. 

“But I am an international prosti- 
tute,” she pouted. “Besides, I am at 
the top of the trade.” 

Tichles gave in. It was a bad mis- 
take. For Elva discovered that if men 
would pay her a thousand a night, 
some of the incredibly wealthy, jaded 
and aging women in international so- 
ciety would pay her much more. The 
stories are thoroughly attested to. 
There was, for example a one-time 
famous American movie actress, who 
we’U call Amy Walker. Forty-five, 
going to fat, and living on brandy, she 
met Elva through Tichles at the beach 
at Cannes. They struck up an ac- 
quaintanceship, and Amy invited Elva 
to her lush apartment in a hotel over- 
looking the beach. They had a drink, 
and then Amy said, “You have a 
beautiful body. I’d love to see it some- 
time.” 

Elva laughed. “Of course. But I get 


SEW LEATHER 

AND TOUGH MATERIALS EASILY 


COMPLETE, EASY-TO-USE. HEAVY DUTY 
STITCHER KIT IN ONE 
COMPACT TOOL 



HEAVY DUTY STITCHER makes it easy to sew any- 
thing made of Leather, Canvas, Plastic, Nylon, of other 
tough materials. Fast "push-pull" action makes firm, 
even stitches like machine. Saves you money repairing 
Luggage, Convertible Tops, Seat Covers, Sails, Sports- 
gear, Footwear, Saddlery. Awnings, Rugs. etc. Comes 
complete with 3 different needles (fine, heavy, curved) 
and 10 yard bobbin of strong, waxed Nylon thread, in- 
cluding simple directions. Extra needles and thread 
always available. ORDER NOW! Send only $2.49 money 
2Tx l l e . r ^ check > or cash. We Pay Postage. MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE. 

SPORTSMAN'S POST, Dept. B-451 
366 Madison Ave. New York 17 


LIVE OR VACATION IN MEXICO 
s 150 PER MONTH! 


House maids $ 1 2 per 
month, chauffeurs $30 per 
month. Gin, Rum, Brandy 
80£ fifth, Filet Mignon 50( 
lb. Sports, night life. Send 
for personal report . . . tells 
what Mexico offers you. 

to STONE OF MEXICO 
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MAN & WIFE TEAM 

MONEY FOR YOUR PHOTOGRAPHS. FOR 
SAMPLE PHOTOGRAPHS, MODEL RELEASE 
FORM, AND COMPLETE DETAILS, SEND 
$1.00 TO 

SUNSHINE, BOX 5472-DEPT. 2 
SAN DIEGO I, CALIFORNIA 


GIRLS TAKE' 

TO you 



They seek you out, they come tearing down 
your doors, they won’t let you go! They are 
yours, YOURS ALONE. In these confidential 
books you’ll find ancient love magic and mod- 
em techniques . . . Don Juan and the Man- 
About-Town . . . And ways to make the male 
personality more potent and irresistible! 

If s a double secret — Intimate Romance and 
social strategy. That’s why YOURS ALONE 
offers in 2 complete books an Art of Love and a 
Way of the World. Single, engaged or married, 
you’ll be thrilled with your new power. If s so 
easy when you know how! Only $2. Money-back 
guarantee. 

I » 

. PLAZA BOOK CO., Dept. DT-818, 

I 109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 

| Send YOURS ALONE in plain wrapper. If not de- 

* lighted, I may return it in 10 days for refund. 

G I enclose $2. You pay all postage. 

I □ Send C.O.D. I'll pay postmaa $2 plus postal 
charges. 
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| City.. — Zone -....State 

■ Canada & Foreign— $2.50 with order 
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ZITO’S MINIATURES 


30 BELLY LAFFS IN COLOR 

Pocket Size Edition, Attractively 
Packaged, Size 2" x 2Vt". A 


SURE FIRE HIT AT ANY PARTY. 
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paid for this sort of thing.” 

Amy’s eyebrows shot up. “You get 
paid? Will you do anything?” 

“Yes. For a price.” 

“Wait here, Elva. I’ll get my check- 
book.” 

The poor drunken Amy Walker 
turned out to be insatiable. In three 
months Elva stripped her of $75,000 
and caused a scandal which echoed 
across Europe. Tichles, in disgrace, 
abandoned her. When Elva finally 
tired of Amy Walker she simply left 
a note saying good-bye, and flew back 
to Athens. A week later the aging 
movie actress ate a bottle of sleeping 
pills and died. 

E LVA’S name now left a bad taste in 
people’s mouths, but she remained 
unconcerned. She began to take up a 
little sideline — blackmail. In the bed- 
room of her Athens home she con- 
cealed five cameras in the walls and 
ceiling. Activating them with a hidden 
switch in her bed, she collected pic- 
tures of important people in remark- 
able positions. Then men were in- 
variably glad to pay large sums for the 
negatives. It didn’t seem to bother 
Elva that she was making too many 
enemies among too many powerful 
people. 

By 1953 she was worth well over a 
million dollars. She rarely appeared in 
public. People saw her only as she 
buzzed past in her chauffeur-driven 
Mercedes or Rolls-Royce, heading out 
for one of her vacation homes. But 
her local reputation had soured and 
she had to draw customers from 


distant places — England, the U.S., 
Russia, Iordan, among others. And 
then — curiously — Elva Contabulis fell 
in love, for the first time in her life. 

The man — or boy, for he was 18 — 
was the son of a South American 
diplomat. She met Jaime Callao (not 
his real name) in Biaritz and danced 
with him all night long. His shy inno- 
cence entranced her. That same night 
she seduced him in her Rolls Royce 
and drove off on a wild love trip 
across Europe. Young Callao was 
stunned at his luck. He knew nothing 
of Elva, except that she was an in- 
credible lover. They drove across Ger- 
many and into France, then circling 
down through Vienna and finally into 
Greece. All the while the frantic 
father chased them, wiring Jaime 
daily to leave Elva. The boy never 
answered the telegrams. 

It is ironic that Elva should have 
fallen as a result of her one unselfish 
love. When she and Jaime pranced 
gaily into her main house in Athens, 
they found, sitting in the living room 
and drinking her wine, four men: 
Helel Grannick, Nikolo Pando, Jerry 
Tichles, and Jaime’s father, Paul Cal- 
lao. Elva stopped dead in the center 
of the room. “What is this,” she 
shouted. “Who let you in? Get out, 
get out, all of you.” 

Pando nodded quietly. “Take the 
boy out of here, Grannick.” 

Jaime stared at his father. “I don’t 
know what this is about, but I’m not 
going. I’m going to marry-—” 

“You’re doing nothing of the sort,” 
Pando snapped. “Take him out, Gran- 


nick. Tie him up if you have to.” 
Grannick took a revolver from a 
chest holster and gestured toward the 
door. “Come on, sonny,” he said. 
“The game is over.” 

Elva blazed with fury. “Pando,” 
she screamed, “Pando, I’ll have you 
jailed. You can’t do this, this is my 
house, you can’t — ” 

Pando, breathing heavily, got up and 
smashed Elva brutally across her face, 
slamming her to the floor. She stared 
up at him in bewilderment, blood 
trickling from her lips. 

Pando said, “Now listen to me, 
Elva. You are washed up. You are 
finished. With this boy you have over- 
stepped yourself. We will have you 
for corrupting a minor. In any court 
in this city you would not stand a 
chance. That’s one thing. The second 
is this.” He held out a piece of paper. 
“Your death certificate. It is already 
signed by a doctor who will testify 
that you died of natural causes. And 
third is this. Your will, leaving all 
your wealth to worthwhile charities. 
All it needs is your signature.” He 
let the paper flutter to the floor. 

Elva spoke in a queer, broken 
voice, “Suppose I refuse to sign?” 
“You will be buried at sea. It 
would amuse me to drop you out into 
the ocean from my yacht.” 

Her hands trembled. “And if I 
sign?” 

“There is a little island, about 75 
miles from the Thessalia, well out of 
the shipping lines,” Pando began 
grimly. 

S HE was already beginning to break 
down when they half carried her 
onto the yacht two hours later, equip- 
ped only with a single suitcase, in which 
she had packed a few clothes. By the 
time the yacht dropped anchor off the 
island she could not really remember 
what was happening to her. When 
they put her ashore in charge of the 
old crone she was smiling happily, her 
eyes bright. 

“Yes, what a wonderful place for 
a party,” she said. “Yes, we’ll have 
wonderful times here, now hurry back 
with the champagne. And be sure it is 
cold. I hate warm champagne. . . .” 
There she remains, mad as a loon, 
her 30-year old body showing signs 
of age, her hair unkempt, her face 
beginning to wrinkle. There are still 
parties around her, but only she can 
see them. “Oh yes,” she says, “I’ve 
had a most wonderful stay here, but 
one of these days I must get back to 
Athens and see about my business. I 
really must.” 

Nobody with any sense will ask 
who pays for the boatload of supplies 
which comes to the island every 
month. • 
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MY SECRET NEW 
DYNAFLEX METHOD 
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MAGNIFICENT NEW HE-MAN-MUSCLED BODY 
IN JUST TEN MINUTES A DAY-with absolutely 
NO weights— NO bar-bells— NO EXERCISE AT ALL! 

In my classes this same course of Instruction would cost $110.00 . 1 



Ye*' If the g«rl» LAUGH ot you now when you take 
off your shirt they’ll be breaking down the doors to 
get dates with you once they've seen the rugged 
DYNAFLEX BODY I con give you' I’ll build you a 
tough brutal massive body shoulders clad with 
solid inches of he-man BRAWN I’ll give you bulging 
biceps, trip-hammer fists power-packed legs, and a 
chest that will hove you popping the buttons off 
your shirt with pride 1 soys MIKE MARVEL. 

Builder of Champion Bodies" 

PROOF! 

"I tried two other systems, before my 
buddy told me about DYNAFLEX. It 
rcallx works — and how! I’ve put two inches 
ot solid muscle on my biceps, three inches 
on my chest. It’s like magic!" 

L. C.. New York City 
"I never thought you could build terri- 
fic muscles without exercises or weights. 
Started DYNAFLEX two weeks ago. and 
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Escape from Russia’s Dragnet 

(Continued from page 33) 


“What the goddamn hell are they 
doing in here?” he told Kosnetsov 
angrily. 

Kosnetsov raised his eyebrows in 
lecherous amusement. 

“Cut that out, Kosnetsov. A man 
talks when he’s with a woman. These 
Reds have probably planted a dozen 
spies in this place and all you can 
think about is — ” 

“I told you — we don’t depend on 
that kind of security,” Kosnetsov inter- 
rupted. His voice was thick and he 
deliberately raised his voice. “The 
Reds know we’re around; we know 
they’re around. That’s all there is to 
it. Besides, the boys have got to have 
women or they’ll go crazy under this 
kind of pressure.” 

“It’s suicidal!” Murdoch spouted. 

Kosnetsov just laughed until his face 
got very red. Then he grabbed up 
Murdoch in a flying mare grip and 
whirled him around over his head; 

“You’re too excited! You’ve got to 
learn to take it easy! You’ve got to 
learn to enjoy yourself!” Kosnetsov 
shouted, choking with laughter at the 
same time. “You’ve got to learn to 


relax!" 

Kosnetsov threw Murdoch’s body 
with murderous force into an over- 
stuffed sofa, which suddenly came 
alive with a writhing, naked prostitute 
and her equally naked, terrified client. 

Blood and the adrenalin of madness 
gushed into Murdoch’s brain. He 
lurched out of the stuffed chair and 
with head down, rammed into Kos- 
netsov’s bloated stomach, cutting off 
his breath in the middle of a roar of 
laughter. Murdoch bucked again, this 
time lower down, and it almost killed 
Kosnetsov. 

The fat madame ran over scream- 
ing. 

“No fighting! No fighting!” 

Kosnetsov paid no attention. He got 
to his feet trembling like a leaf. 

“I could kill you. I ought to kill you 
for that!” he bellowdd. 

“Go ahead!” Murdoch gasped, his 
eyes blazing. 

Kosnetsov hesitated, though his 
body strained to kill. Growling with 
frustration he looked around wildly. 
His eyes lighted on the overstuffed 
chair, by this time long abandoned. He 


swooped it up over his head and raced 
towards a 12-foot old-fashioned multi- 
paned parlor window. With one hippo- 
potamus grunt he hurled it through the 
window with an ear-splitting crash. 

Murdoch had never seen anyone 
in such a state of berserk fury. Kos- 
netsov tore around breaking mirrors, 
bottles, lamps, chairs and tables. He 
slapped the screaming madame and 
then dragged her outside and plunged 
her upside down into a rain barrel. 

Then he fought off the six or eight 
men from his own training camp who 
were trying to protect him from him- 
self. 

It took the arrival of a dozen cops 
to stop him. One of the cops finally 
broke an ash nightstick over his head 
before Kosnetsov finally subsided 
with a bloodied head into a peaceful 
sleep. 

T HE next day Kosnetsov showed up 
very much pacified, but Murdoch 
had already had enough of the big 
Russian and the organization that pro- 
tected him to say quits to the whole 
deal. 

“Don’t feel bad about it,” Kosnetsov 
tried to soothe him. “The police in the 
city and our people here, they under- 
stand that some of us are under very 
great tension. Nobody pressed charges. 
And the organization paid for the 
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damage. It is very important work 
that we do here." 

“I think you’re nuts and your 
organization's crazy and any man who 
has anything to do with you deserves 
to get killed. That won’t he me." Mur- 
doch said. 

Next day, Murdoch made a request 
to withdraw. 

But the liason man from American 
intelligence wasn't having any of it. 

“We’re pulling you out of this to- 
morrow and sending you on. he said 
crisply. 

“But I tell you these people don't 
know a damned thing!" 

“They’re the only operative under- 
ground on Russian soil, and the Reds 
haven't been able to wipe them out," 
the officer said doggedly. 

“The Reds have them infiltrated! 
They just let the operation keep going 
because it gives them a pipeline into 
what we're doing against them. Can’t I 
make it plain that I don't mind going 
behind the Iron Curtain. I just don't 
want to go through the NTS network. 

“Take your choice then. Either you 
don't go at all or you go through 
NTS.” 

Murdock backed down. 

The trip into Russia confirmed 
everything Murdoch had feared. He 
got to Moscow, through East Ger- 
many, Poland and by means of a 
clandestine rendezvous with a seedy 
Russian “resistance - ’ that never seemed 
to know where its meeting place was 
or what the local police were doing 
just then. 

Kosnetsov had been in and out of 
Russia a half-dozen times. He laughed 
at Murdoch’s anger at the sloppiness 
of the operation. 

“It doesn’t matter how many times 
you made it without getting caught,” 
Murdoch told him. “This kind of thing 
has to blow up in your face.” 

“Who said I haven't been caught?” 
Kosnetsov asked innocently. “Each 
time I was caught. I broke their necks 
for them. Then I chalk up a mark in 
my head — there’s another Red bastard 
dead, I say. You’ll see, you won't have 
any trouble.” 

They learned a few days after their 
arrival in Moscow that many NTS 
spies trained as saboteurs, demolition 
experts, and leaders of resistance cells 
had redefected to take advantage of 
Khrushchev’s recent promise of a gen- 
erous break to all spies who were 
Russian-born. It was no more than 
Murdoch expected. 

“Are you going to turn yourself 
in?” Kosnetsov asked. 

“No, of course not.” 

“Well, neither am I. So what are 
you worried about?” 

“I just don’t like putting my neck 
into a noose when someone else’s stu- 


pidity draws it tight on me." 

A S it turned out. Murdoch’s sus- 
picion of the NTS proved cor- 
rect when he discovered the Red 
agent shadowing him. He hated to 
kill Kosuks hut meeting Voldonev 
that night to get the speech came be- 
fore everything else. Murdoch fled 
from the murdered man in the subway 
kiosk and hid himself in the maze of 
alleyways, only reaching the tavern 
where he was to meet Voldonev by 
a roundabout route. 

At nine p.m. Voldonev came in. 
Fear and anxiety had sunken his eyes 
to glittering coals. His voice shook. 

“1 haven't got the document. There 
has been a slip." 

“You’re goddamn right there’s been 
a slip. I just had to kill one of your 
men before I got here. I’ve got to get 
out of Moscow tonight, speech or no 
speech. My neck comes first." 

“Murdoch. You can't. Not only my 
life depends on this but my family’s. 
You must get us out of the country. 
“Not unless I have the speech.” 

"I will find out who betrayed you." 
"All right.” Murdoch gave in. “In 
one week. March 12, you give me the 
papers, and the name of the man who 
double-crossed me and the defection 
deal goes through, if I’m alive." 
“What're you going to do?” 

“I don't know yet. My identity 
papers are useless now and I've got 
every cop in the most security-consci- 
ous city in the world down on me.” 
“Wait, I know of a place where 
you’ll be safe. A girl I have befriended. 
She runs with the stilyafii crowd of 
roughs but she’s a respectable girl . . .” 
“Yeah. I'll bet. I seem to remember 
the OSS days, Voldonev. when you 
brought home a different babe every 
night. How do 1 know I can trust 
her?” 

“You don’t. That’s the usual story, 
isn’t it? But here is her name and 
address. She must know nothing, but 
if she likes you. that’s enough to 
secure your safety.” 

Voldonev rode his car back to Mos- 
cow, and Murdoch walked, the address 
of the girl folded in his pocket. He 
tore up the Balto identity papers into 
bits, strewing them as he went. 

It was after 12 a.m. when Murdoch 
reached the girl’s apartment. 

“It’s all right,” she said. “You will 
be safe here.” 

She beckoned him to come in. 
Varya had on only a heavy sweater 
and panties. Murdoch admired her 
long legs. She was slender by Russian 
standards, and beautifully built. 

There were three families in the tiny 
tenement apartment. An elderly couple 
and a middle-aged man shared the 
main room with the girl. The man was 
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her uncle. The couple had flannel 
nightgowns on; the uncle, long-john 
underwear. 

“Take off your clothes if you want 
to. Get into bed.” 

“How about you?” 

“I sleep in what I’m wearing.” 
“Where do I undress?” 

The girl shrugged and climbed in 
under the heavy covers. He undressed 
to his shorts and T-shirt, and joined 
her. 

“You should be here when my 
uncle’s wife and children are here 
too,” she giggled. “Then it’s really 
crowded.” 

“I’m used to it,” he managed. “It’s 
just as bad where I come from.” 
Murdoch told Varya he was running 
from the police because he picked up 
an ambulance for a joy-ride and 
cracked it into a street-light; a pedes- 
trian was injured, and he was liable 
to 25 years in prison by Soviet law. 
She was not the least curious, to his 
relief. 

About 3 a.m. loud knocking woke 
everybody up and sent them into a 
terrified huddle. Murdoch shot out of 
bed sure that the girl had sold him out. 
He flashed a picture of the tenement’s 
structure into his mind to figure an 
escape. But Varya motioned him to 
come back to bed. 

“You stay here with me. I’ll handle 
this. Uncle, go let them in.” 

Trembling, the uncle obeyed her. 

The Communist party block leader, 
a woman built like an army tank, 
clumped in, followed by an embar- 
rassed police sergeant. “We’re looking 
for a fugitive, Varya Stepanovna. Have 
you seen any strange men, anything 
suspicious?” 

“Nothing suspicious,” answered the 
girl firmly. 

She was still in bed beside Murdoch. 
Murdoch watched through eyes half- 
closed. His body was tense as a rat- 
tler’s 

“Wait a minute — who’s that?” the 
block leader pointed at Murdoch. “He 
doesn’t live here — or in this neighbor- 
hood.” 

“He’s my cousin. He’s in from the 
country — just in. He’s got no place 
to stay,” 

The police sergeant shifted uncom- 
fortably from one foot to the other, 
but the block leader bore down. 

“Your cousin? — In bed with you?” 
she barked. Envy of the girl, at the 
same time a kind of possessiveness, 
had made her voice cutting. “I’ll just 
see about that. Show me his papers.” 
“All right.” The girl rose from the 
bed. When the girl’s bare legs reached 
the floor the block leader exploded. 
“What are you getting up for?” she 
roared. “I want to see his papers, not 
your — ” 


“He doesn’t have anything on,” the 
girl said sweetly. “I thought your 
modesty would prefer that I got out 
of bed, rather than he, Irina Kateri- 
novna. But perhaps I am wrong, and 
you would rather that he went to get 
his own papers after all.” 

“Somebody better get them.” 

“All right, then I will,” said the 
girl. 

She started across the floor and the 
police sergeant intercepted her. He 
ordered the girl back to bed. Then he 
turned to the block leader. 

“You’ve known her all your life, 
haven’t you? I’ve known her since I 
was assigned to this district, and that’s 
15 years. If she says he’s her cousin, 
he’s her cousin,” he spelled out. “I will 
not have the people in my district 
needlessly embarrassed. We don’t live 
this way in Russia any more, not since 
the new government came in. I’m still 
the sergeant in my own district.” 
“And I’m still block leader,” the 
woman said angrily. 

“We’ll see how long you’re block 
leader when my report goes in,” the 
sergeant told her. He shepherded her 
still protesting to the door. 

Before they left he turned to 
apologize. 

“I hope you and your cousin pass 
a pleasant night, Varya Stepanovna,” 
he told her. And when she wished him 
the same and thanked him for his cour- 
tesy, he smiled at her longingly. Out- 
side he could be heard still reproach- 
ing the block leader, telling her they 
had several buildings still to check, 
each with hundreds of tiny apartments 
like this, and they had no time to 
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"Say, that's a nasty 
cough you've got there." 


waste on her vulgar mind. Vulgar is 
the worst thing one Russian can call 
another. 

Varya’s relatives crept silently back 
to bed. Murdoch’s pulse was thump- 
ing in his ears. He couldn’t believe his 
luck. This girl wasn’t fazed by any- 
thing. 

“Varya, you know I have no papers. 
You’ve got plenty of nerve, kiddo. 
And why didn’t the others say any- 
thing?” 

“Oh, the others! They don’t know 
any more about what I do than that 
stupid block leader does. The ser- 
geant likes me. So I knew what to do. 
Tomorrow, we will have to get you 
a new name and new identity papers. 
Perhaps you will trust me better then.” 

“I trust you,” Murdoch said honest- 
ly. ‘But I don’t know why you’re help- 
ing me.” 

“Because I like you,” the girl 
snapped impatiently. “It’s as simple as 
that. Now shall we get to bed or do 
you want to go on talking all night.” 

“I wasn’t thinking about talking,” 
Murdoch grinned. 

His hands reached up under her 
sweater and covered her full soft 
breasts. She sighed and shifted langor- 
ously in his arms and silently they 
made love. 

F OR the next six days, Varya whisk- 
ed Murdoch from one apartment 
to another. She seemed to have more 
friends and “relatives” than the Krem- 
lin had politicians. In spite of the ever 
present danger of discovery, it was a 
period of intense pleasure. Varya was 
a very affectionate lover. 

Meanwhile, Murdoch’s daily life 
took on a protective camouflage. 
Varya worked during the day as a 
skilled private secretary and earned 
110 rubles a month, a good salary. She 
dressed neatly and carefully. But her 
friends were the Stilyagi crowd, the 
equivalent of the American beatniks. 
They wore long sideburns and “sharp” 
clothes, danced to American jazz 
which was high on the blackmarket, 
and ridiculed the puritan stodginess of 
their parents. Some of them delved 
into petty cash, and they all had “con- 
nections” with illegal activities. Varya 
put Murdoch in the care of their 
leader, her cousin, Kolya. Murdoch 
got his new identity papers from Kolya 
with no questions asked. His new 
name was Ivan. None of the crowd 
had any notion of Murdoch’s mission. 

One day Kolya showed him a maga- 
zine. 

“What is it?” asked Murdoch. 

“It’s a magazine called Za Rossiou; 
For Russia. Read it.” 

It was so anti-communist that the 
possession of it would have sent Kolya 
to the labor camps. The magazine was 
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put out by the pitch-fork-symboled 
Death to the Tyrants outfit — the NTS 
Murdoch was gratified at this first con- 
crete sign of NTS effectiveness in 
Russia. Until then it had done noth- 
ing to demonstrate to him that it could 
bring off the resistance it promised 
within Russia, much less keep one 
half-Russian American citizen alive. 

Even so, the difficulty of complet- 
ing his mission and getting out of the 
USSR alive still confronted him. Every 
minute he stayed in Moscow made it 
more likely he would never get out. 

On March 12, the day he was to 
meet Voldonev, Murdoch met Varya 
for lunch in front of the Praga restau- 
rant. He felt miserable, but he couldn’t 
tell her why. She thought it was be- 
cause he had lost interest in her. He 
explained to her it wasn’t so. They ate 
in silence and then Varya left him to 
return to work. 

The subject of the future would 
never come up between them for one 
simple reason — Murdoch never saw 
Varya after that day. 

T HE case of the disappearing Am- 
erican spy and the murder of KGB 
plainclothesman Kosuks was serious 
enough to receive the personal super- 
vision of the KGB’s successor to Beria, 
Ivan Alexandrovich Serov, once one 
of Beria’s top killers. The actual 
handling of the case was detailed to 
one of the organization’s brightest 
young men, Colonel Victor P. Shvarz, 
and Shvarz simply tackled it with the 
ruthless attention to detail that marks 
good police work all over the world. 

KGB Shvarz checked on every 
thread of communication he had into 
Moscow s 1 25 square miles; and when 
he came up with nothing from his in- 
formers and stool pigeons, his local 
police and firemen, his secret police 
plainclothesman and his Communist 
block captains, he checked them all a 
second and a third and a fourth time. 

It was not more than six days 
before a certain woman block captain 
connected Murdoch’s description and 
with great righteousness accused the 
police sergeant of her district of 
having had the man in his grip and 
letting him get away. The police ser- 
geant woefully admitted that yes, it 
might be the man he saw in bed with 
Varya Stepanovna. 

Varya was arrested the afternoon 
of March 12 as she was leaving work. 
Kolya was with her. The police arres- 
ted him as well. They were thrown in- 
to the Lubyanka prison. Kolya in fact 
knew nothing of Murdoch; he only 
knew him as “Ivan” and hated the 
police enough to withhold the little 
information he did have. 

The young KGB colonel, Shvarz, 
decided to question the girl. He was in 
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a hurry and he thought she would 
break first. The jailers took her clothes 
away from her and dressed her only 
in a man’s undershirt and underpants. 
Then they put her in a cell overnight 
to prepare her psychologically for the 
questioning. It had no sanitary facili- 
ties. A huge bulb burned brilliantly 
overhead. The next morning, the girl 
having had no food or sleep, was 
brought up to Shvarz's interrogation 
room. 

Despite hours of incessant question- 
ing by alternating teams of fresh in- 
terrogators, the girl now hysterically 
exhausted, still refused to say anything 
about Murdoch; specifically, where to 
find him or what name he used. The 
questioners turned to Kolya. But 
Shvarz’s professional ear told him that 
underneath the boy’s truculence, Kolya 
told the truth; he knew nothing of 
Murdoch that could help locate him. 
Shvarz grew desperate. Murdoch had 
now had time to complete his mission 
and get away, and Shvarz had not even 
learned what that mission was. 

Shvarz quesioned the girl again, this 
time resorting to physical torture. As 
he feared, she withstood submersion 
in alternate baths of boiling and freez- 
ing water through repeated collapse 
* into unconsciousness, coming closer to 
death each time. 

For Varya, death had become a 
foregone conclusion, and all she could 
think by this time was that if it would 
come quickly, her torment would end 
that much sooner. She had passed the 
threshold where pain meant anything 
to her and she knew the worst they did 
to her would not break her. But she 
did not reckon on Shvarz’s final trick. 


The Red interrogator suddenly stepped 
out of the room, and another man 
took his place, who offered her a cigar- 
ette, commented sympathetically on 
her filthy, physically-broken appear- 
ance, and then talked to her like a 
father, reminding her that Murdoch 
was an enemy of Russia, that he had 
never loved her, that he had only used 
her and probably had another woman 
he was using in the same way at that 
moment, while she suffered needlessly 
for his sake. 

He emphasized that Murdoch had 
brutally murdered a Soviet policeman 
in the exercise of his duty protecting 
the motherland, and showed her a pic- 
ture of Kosuk’s wife and children, 
bereaved by Murdoch’s “brutal kill- 
ing.” He told her that he understood 
her and would try to help her, but 
that she musn’t get Shvarz angry. “He 
is a very brutal man. If you won’t 
think of yourself, think of your young 
friend. He seems innocent. Think of 
what he will go through because you 
have let this enemy deceive you like a 
foolish woman.” 

As he talked on and on about Kolya 
and Shvarz’s furious temper, Varya, 
exhausted and at the end of her rope, 
began to cry hysterically. The KGB 
man comforted her warmly. This was 
the cue for the turnabout in this 
stage of the interrogation. 

The door burst open and Shvarz 
raged in shouting, two of his police- 
men dragging a bloody, beaten Kolya 
in with them. 

While Kolya screamed with agony 
and Varya screamed with hysteria, 
Shvarz wired up electrodes from a 
transformer attached to the room cur- 


rent to the boy’s genitals, and the stink 
of seared flesh rose to Varya’s nostrils. 

It was more than she could take. She 
ran screaming at Shvarz, the “kindly” 
officer interceded, and Shvarz “con- 
sented" to stop the torture and leave 
them alone — for only a few minutes. 

It took less than that for the sympa- 
thetic KGB man to get everything out 
of Varya that she knew. 

After all this effort the next step 
came with almost incredible ease. A 
simple check of travel permits under 
the name of Murdoch’s new papers, 
now revealed to the KGB by the dis- 
traught Varya, turned up his name 
almost at once, together with a sched- 
uled seat on a train leaving for the 
Polish border the next day. Police met 
the train; found the reservations had 
been changed to the same train four 
days later. The search began in earn- 
est to apprehend Murdoch even sooner. 
But Shvarz did not worry now. Sooner 
or later, he knew, he would get to the 
Western agent, and get to him in time. 
He had only to wait. 

O N the day Varya was arrested, 
Murdoch and Voldonev met for 
the last time. Voldonev slipped him the 
microdots of the Khrushchev speeches, 
arranged for his rail passage to Po- 
land, and told Murdoch the informa- 
tion he was personally waiting for. 

“The man you came to Moscow 
with — ” 

“I didn’t know you knew anything 
about him. Is he in danger?” 

“Not the kind of danger you mean. 
He was the one who tipped you off to 
the KGB when you got here. He was 
supposed to keep track of you, and 
when he couldn’t do it, he asked for 
help. He works for military intelli- 
gence, the GRU. 

“I don’t believe it. He’s as scared 
of the KGB as I am. I’ve seen him 
betray Soviet agents myself,” he ob- 
jected. “It’s impossible.” 

Voldonov said flatly, “It’s not im- 
possible. He’s scared of KGB because 
they’d kill him if they caught him. 
KGB and GRU tell each other noth- 
ing. They don’t know he’s a double 
agent any more than you did. It has 
to be that way. As for anyone he gave 
away — it was worth it to us to get a 
man in as solid a position as he has. 
There isn’t an espionage unit he’s come 
into contact with that he hasn’t sooner 
or later given away to us.” 

The second shock came when one 
of Varya’s friends stopped him in the 
street. 

“The police picked Varya up this 
afternoon. They’re probably looking 
for you.” 

“Picked her up! For what?” 

“I told you — they’re looking for 
you. They got Kolya too. They’re 
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questioned half a dozen of us and 
we're all scared as hell." 

Murdoch's stomach dropped out at 
the bottom and didn't come back. He 
knew he ought to get out of Moscow, 
but the thought of Kosnetsov's be- 
trayal and Varya in the hands of the 
KCiB drove him to the nearest spirits 
shop where he bought a bottle of 
Vodka. Four hours later and stag- 
gering through the cold, bleak slums 
of Moscow, a roving police squad 
picked him up and threw him into one 
of the drunk tanks which are spotted 
through Moscow’s streets, to cope with 
the many citizens who, as the Russian 
saying puts it. have “had their hun- 
dred.” The next day, the cops released 
Murdoch from the drying out tank 
without checking his papers. This 
may have saved his life. 

Out in the streets, Murdoch was as 
unrecognizable and unnoticeable as 
any drunk; he experienced no difficul- 
ties going or coming; but his brain 
was not functioning well by this time. 
If it had, he might have reasoned that 
Varya would have had to talk, and 
that use of the travel permit was the 
most dangerous thing he could do. But 
where his brain failed, his instinct 
worked overtime. Instead of getting 
new clothes, he got a fresh bottle of 
vodka, because he suddenly had such 
forebodings of being caught he could 
hardly walk down the street. 

The thought of sitting exposed and 
vulnerable in a passenger coach all 
the way to Poland demoralized him. 
Instead he by-passsed the passenger 
station and wandered to the Moscow 
freight yards, more than half drunk. 
A kind of alcoholic clarity filled his 
mind and he found a freight train for 
the West, wedged himself into the 
space between the hoppers and the 
trucks on an ore car, and drank him- 
self into a state of comfortable pa- 
tience as he began a rattling, painstak- 
ingly slow journey to the West, hobo- 
style. 

Back in Moscow KGB Colonel 
Shvarz quietly bit the fingernails off 
both his hands when he learned that 
the train he had Murdoch scheduled 
to take had left and got all the way 
to Poland and his long-sought quarry 
had never shown up. 

What his masterstroke could not do, 
however, Shvarz’s methodically pain- 
staking police work could sometimes 
remedy. Once again the circulars and 
the broadcasts went out, this time to 
a radius of several hundred miles in 
all directions, and right up to the 
borders of the Free World in the West. 
Once again they bore fruit. A shop- 
keeper in one Soviet railroad town re- 
ported selling vodka to a man who 
looked like the picture his zealous 
party chairman waved before his face. 


Immediately Shvarz sent out orders to 
stress inquiries to spirits shops. Within 
a few days other sightings were re- 
ported. The western agent was taking 
a zigzag route and it was impossible 
to predict where he would next be 
seen. But the line-up generally point- 
ed to Poland. 

It never occurred to Shvarz that 
Murdoch would be riding the freight 
cars. Murdoch passed undetected 
through three towns of KGB men and 
on into Poland to the town of Rodz. 
It was April 1. 

A T Rodz the local representative of 
Z-II, the Polish secret police, had 
for some reason got thorough and with- 
out orders stipulated that the various 
cops and military police under his 
command check all the freight trains 
that came through as well as the pass- 
enger trains. The evening of April 1st, 
as a train from the East stood on a 
siding at Rodz, three militiamen saw a 
shadow of a man move out from un- 
der a milk car. They gave the alarm 
and ran after the man but failed to find 
him. A cordon was thrown around the 
tiny junction and a methodical search 
begun, which yielded nothing. As the 
search proceeded, a second freight 
pulled in. It was quarantined, quickly 
searched, and then allowed to proceed 
on its way. Murdoch, who had spent 
the past hour dodging from hiding 
place to hiding place to avoid the 
searchers, raced for the slow moving 
train. He crashed into a military po- 
liceman coming in the opposite direc- 
tion. Murdoch had a rock in his fist, 
which he smashed into the Pole’s jaw, 
knocking him cold. Before he stuck a 
hand out to grab the side irons on a 
moving freight car. he had time to get 
to the MP’s sub-machine gun. 

East Germany and safety lay only 
minutes away. Murdoch was cold 
sober, and there was no more fear — 
only blind steel determination to get 
free. Hugging the machinegun he 
reached the cab of the old-fashioned 
Polish locomotive and startled the engi- 
neer and a 19-year-old beauty out for 
an illegal afternoon joy ride. Murdoch 
waved the gun menacingly at them. The 
girl screamed and wept behind the en- 
engineer’s frozen body. 

“Raus!” Murdoch snapped and 
pointed with the gun to the floor. They 
managed to obey and lay down on 
their stomachs. Murdoch worked the 
throttle in one hand and kept the gun 
on the prone figures with the other. 

Murdoch poured on more speed 
and the train hurtled down the tracks. 
At the German border signals flagged 
them down. Murdoch rammed the 
throttle home and they roared into 
East Germany against red track signals 
all the way. At the border town of 


Neubauer, the police had drawn a 
switch engine up on the tracks in 
front of them, less than a half mile 
ahead. Murdoch allowed the train to 
slow up slightly, then kicked the en- 
gineer and the girl. 

“Raus!” he yelled and indicated 
them to jump. They stood stock-still 
in panic, so he pushed them off with 
the machine gun barrel. Then Mur- 
dock jammed the throttle home, lock- 
ing it there, and jumped as the freight 
train barreled ahead. The crash that 
rang into his head as he landed was 
multiplied to the thousandth power by 
the explosion as the racing freight 
locomotive sped into the switcher. 
Both locomotives exploded, the con- 
cussion striking Murdoch like a blow 
from a hammer. He rolled down the 
long embankment, as a freight car left 
the rails right above him and sailed 
over his head crashing into the ground 
50 yards below. 

From all directions police and 
soldiers ran toward the site of the ex- 
plosion. Murdoch ran with them, to- 
ward the place which was now lit by 
huge flames, slowly making his way to 
the edge of the crowd, and then 
slipped into the darkness of a row of 
trees at the edge of the tracks. His 
whole body ached with pain; he was 
laced with bruises, and his shoulder 
hurt so badly he knew he had sprained 
it, possibly dislocated it. Before any- 
one questioned him, night swallowed 
him up. 

Frank Murdoch finally arrived in 
West Berlin on May 8, spirited over 
in a bakery truck by Neubauer friends 
who had hidden him since he appeared 
at their door just before dawn on 
April 2nd. American intelligence was 
glad to see him, surprised his mission 
had succeeded, more than surprised he 
was alive. The future would show the 
value of Murdoch's work: America 
published the text of the Khrushchev 
speech in June 1956, and the resultant 
shock through the Red world produced 
revolts in Hungary and Poland within 
a few months, and a substantial shake- 
up in the Kremlin a few months after 
them. 

B UT for Murdoch the story was by 
no means over. He stayed in Berlin 
long enough to make a single full re- 
port, but continued to brood over 
Kosnetsov. No one had taken his 
word about his “partner” who work- 
ed for the Russians. An American 
intelligence officer put it to Murdoch 
frankly. 

“Of course, we know Kosnetsov 
works with the Reds,” the American 
said with no visible alarm. “He does 
that to gain their confidence. Actually, 
one level farther up on the scale, he's 
still working for us.” 
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garians or that he was in any way res- 
ponsible for mass murder. 

Jason Black 

St. Louis, Missouri 


We fully agree, Mr. Black. This is the 
irony we wished to emphasize in our 
story — Ed. 


operate.” Yet I decided I’d rather be 

gullible and trust to people’s basic hon- MARATHON MISSED THE BRIDGE 
esty in spite of my bad experience. So — 

I still get taken for a ride. To the Editor: 

Gus Klein Frankly, I think that story on the 
Richmond, Virginia Peking-to-Paris auto marathon of 1907 

(BB, July) was too outlandish to be 
• • • true in detail. I’ve lived in North China 

and I swear it would have been impos- 
HANGING TOO GOOD FOR HIM? sible to get those decrepit vehicles over 

ancient rocky marble bridges. Like the 
To the Editor: story said they are exactly like a giant 

It galls me even today to think Rudolf flight of stairs. 

Kastner’s assassinators cheated the Is- Walter Beatty 

raeli government and Hungarian people Hoboken, N.J. 
of a good hanging. Kastner (The WWU 

Judas Who Led His Nation to Mass If you would investigate the articles Le 

Slaughter, BB, July) should have swung Matin published as they covered the 

like Eichmann. Even that would have race, you’ll find the cars did just that — 

been too good for him. What is so damn our author knew what he was talking 

frustrating is that at the time Kastner about. — Ed. 

was shot he did not seem to realize the 

significance of his treachery to the Hun- • • • 


SEXY SPY SCHOOLS FOR SAM 


To the Editor: 

In your great story about Khrush- 
chev’s “Flower Nymph” Spy, Lydia 
Ungrova (BB, July), I was really gassed 
by the detailed info on Red Spy schools 
for gorgeous dames with brains — especi- 
ally that course on “how to bait a sex 
trap.” Man, I never figured women had 
to go to classes for that! I bet they have 
a nifty audio-visual aids program to 
make school days a pretty exciting set- 
up. I wonder if the CIA has anything 
like it? 

Sam Bogner 

Pass Christian, Mississippi 

Mr. Bogner, you’ll have to do your 
querying on your own. But if you find 
out anything, how about letting us 
know? — Ed. 


FADE-OUT ON THE MAKE-OUT 


WE BLOOM WITH PRAISE 


To the Editor: 

Maybe the author of "Whistling” 
Yeoman Leuter: His Battle Girls Broke 
the Japs’ Back on Samar (BB, July) 
would like some extra information on 
Hoyt Leuter. We grew up in the same 
town. He was a great guy but kind of 
hard to understand. As a kid he delib- 
erately did crazy things — like almost 
getting himself killed. I don’t think Hoyt 
as I knew him cared much about life. 
His reckless courage to my mind proved 
it. And another thing — he always dug 
Oriental girls, so to kick off after making 
it with a goodlooking Filipino guer- 
rilla girl couldn’t have been such a bad 
way to go, eh? 

Sam Lacock 

Fresno, California 


To the Editor: 

“Everybody for her choice,” said the 
lady to the cow — and that is the way 
I feel about what H.W.S. said in his 
May letter, Two lines on Blueline. Now 
I enjoy it much more than those cheap 
wife-swapping stories in some magazines. 
In fact, I get a great chuckle out of 
Blueline Special. Of course, I found 
The Death Ray that Dooms the Bomber 
(May, BB) most interesting. All the 
stories were extra good. My only wish is 
there had been more. It is a good 
magazine. 

James G. Fisher 

Cape Porpoise, Maine 


GROANS OF GULLIBLE GUS 


DIG THE INDIAN LOVE-CALL 


To the Editor: 

I’ve run my own pharmacy store for 
over 10 years and when your June BLUE 
BOOK was delivered to the magazine 
rack I immediately read the story on 
phony-check passing ('Tve Forged My 
Way to a Fun-Packed $250,000 Orgy — 
But . . . ”) because during my first five 
years in the business I was taken so 
many times with forged checks that my 
yearly inventory became a nightmare 
revelation of how much money I was 
literally dropping into the pockets of 
thieves. It gave me some satisfaction to 
see that con-artist Kell is now shut up 
in the penitentiary. Never a truer word 
was said when Kell remarked, “It is 
human gullibility that permits us to 


To the Editor: 

I’ve just discovered from Bluebook 
(July) that the good ole U.S. has got 
its own homebred “exotic native dan- 
cers.” After viewing your scintillating 
Seminole squaw, Carol Hill, I decided 
to track her down like the passionate 
Yankee warrior that I am. How about 
another candid, in the meantime? 

Ted Reinhardt 

Groton, Connecticut 


Go to it, Boy. You’ll find her tickling 
the tom toms in the alligator swamps. 
But don’t let that discourage you. You 
have our blessings. — Ed. 


“But he tried to get me killed.” 

“I wouldn’t be surprised but that he 
had authority to sell you out. Make 
his story more convincing, if he had 
to. And no one thought you would 
succeed. No one really thought Voldo- 
nev wanted to defect. We thought it 
was a trap.” 

“And you sent me over anyway!” 
“We had to find out. And it all 
worked out for the best, after all.” 
The American officer ignored Mur- 
doch’s anger, and went on breezily. 
“Someone should have told you the 
job was dangerous. Myself, I’d never 
take an assignment like that unless I 
wanted to get killed.” 

“So you won’t do anything about 
it?” Murdoch persisted. 

“What can we do?” the officer 
shrugged. 

Murdoch thought, “Maybe, you 
can’t but I can, buddy.” 

He went out to a little bar. Almost 
before the first slug of whiskey hit his 
stomach he knew he would go to Bad 
Godesberg and find Kosnetsov, who 
had got back from Russia nearly a 
month before; when he found him, 
Murdoch would kill him. 

After waiting several days at Bad 
Godesberg, Murdoch spotted Kos- 
netsov reeling out of Mullerin tavern 
dead drunk. Murdoch was more than 
half drunk himself, but a cold reserve 
logic told him that what he could call 
expediency on an espionage mission 
he had to call murder here in the law- 
ful West German town. Murdoch 
carried a German Luger pistol fitted 
with a Maxim silencer. He waited in 
the shadow of an entranceway on the 
deserted walk back to the NTS camp. 

Soon, he heard Kosnetsov, but he 
had two girls with him. The sight of 
the husky, black-haired double-traitor 
exploded a trigger of anger inside 
Murdoch, and the only caution he had 
left in him tried to avoid hitting the 
innocent women — innocent of treason. 
Murdoch stepped out of his hiding 
place and waved the Luger, shouting 
to the women to get out of the way. 
Instead they clung to Kosnetsov and 
screamed wildly. Kosnetsov seemed to 
drop his drunkenness by reflex. Be- 
cause of the two women, Murdoch 
withheld his fire until it was too late. 
Kosnetsov dived for him and got his 
huge hands around the American’s 
throat. Murdoch tried to swing the 
pistol butt up but his arms were out- 
side Kosnetsov’s grip, and the 
Russian blocked the blow with his 
shoulder. He brought up his knee and 
Kosnetsov blocked it. The pistol clat- 
tered to the ground. Red lights flashed 
in front of Murdoch’s eyes as they 
popped and his chest agonized for air. 

From around the corner two Ger- 
man cops saw Kosnetsov, by now a 


familiar figure to every policeman in 
Bad Godesberg. They didn’t waste 
time trying to tear him off Murdoch, 
who by now was no longer conscious. 
The cops rapped their leather-covered 
leaden blackjacks, and one of them 
caught Kosnetsov at the base of his 
skull. A sharp sickening snap an- 
nounced to everyone what happened. 
Kosnetsov staggered and fell like a 
stone. They had to pry his hands 
away from Murdoch’s throat. Nobody 
noticed the pistol on the ground for 
a few minutes. When Murdoch came 
to and told his story, the cops looked 
at each other. They had not exactly 
liked Kosnetsov. The formal investiga- 
tion, when it came, laid. the blame for 
Murdoch’s “provocation” on his tense 
mental state and called Kosnetsov’s 
death “a regrettable accident.” The 
two cops grinned at each other in the 
courtroom when they heard it. 

B UT for Francis Paul Murdoch, 
there was no feeling of satisfaction. 
Deprived of his revenge, when he hit 
the U.S. he tore off on a monumental 
bender that landed him in a familiar 
place to him — a drying-out sana- 
torium. When he was released from 
the hospital, he started once again the 
long climb back. This time he stayed 
on it. He has since remarried and has 
become a mathematics teacher in an 
upstate New York college. 

In 1962, the same year former Red 
general Voldonev finally made his 
break, Murdoch received a curious 
vindication. 

He was visited by the same superi- 
or who had recruited him for his trip 
behind the Iron Curtain six years 
before. In the course of wrapping up 
consequences of his mission for Mur- 
doch’s interest, the CIA man mention- 
ed that the truth had at last come out 
about Kosnetsov: a double agent many 
times over, his ultimate boss had 
turned out to be as Murdoch claimed 
all along, the Soviet GRU. 

“How does it affect you to hear you 
were right after all?” the friend asked. 
“Kind of take a weight off, after all 
the years?” 

“Not at all,” Murdoch replied. “I 
don’t feel a thing.” • 


GIVE HOPE! 



Send contributions to MS c/o Postmaster 


Get a REAL job 

IN BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 



The $37-billion light-construction 
industry is so big that 300,000 new 
jobs open each year. Not only craftsmen, 
but men who can read blueprints, estimate, _ 

purchase and supervise are in demand. So are foremen, 
superintendents and specialists. Train at home. Earn as you 
learn. Easy course teaches every phase, including contracting. 
M AIL COUPON TO DAY for valuable free booklet. 

| COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE, Dept”(M28r 
1400 GREENLEAF AVE. • CHICAGO 26, ILL. 


NAME 

ADDRESS- 
CITY 


_AGE_ 


-ZONE STATE- 




6311 


Presents ... HER FABULOUS 

Ub 

(THE BAREST NECESSITY) 

“THEY’RE THE GREATEST” 

Scandalously brief panties expertly tailor- 
ed of sheerest 100% nylon with contoured 
French shadow panel. Maximum comfort 
with minimum coverage— perfect for street 
wear, stage, or photography. 

A TERRIFIC Bin SET — 
GUARANTEED TO PLEASE! 

Choice of BLACK, RED, WHITE, PINK, or 
BLUE. Order SMALL, MEDIUM, or LARGE. 

Set of 3.... S3. 98 

. Give hip measurement for perfect 

N fit. (Sorry, no C.O.D.'s at this price) 

^ ULI ST. CYR Dept. 1832, 
Y«cca St, HtllywMd 28, Califmia 


HATCH YOUR OWN 
LIVE SEA CIRCUS 

Just add 
water and $ 1" 
you’vegot 
“Instant 
Life" 

Yes, it's tha living truth. In just 24-72 hours you can 
actually hatch a whola tumbling, playful, happy 
troupe of Sea-Monkeys (Exotic Saskatchawan Brina 
Shrimp) that art mora fun than a barrai full of 
monkeys. Both childran and adults will laugh and 
♦hrill with wondarful axcitamant as you watch tha 
comic antics of thasa fantastic undarwatar buffoons. 

Watch the Miracle of Life 

Thasa genuine living saa animals commanca lifa 
from saamingly inanimata powdaraggs which actually 
ramain aiiva for as long as EIGHT YEARS. And, 
thasa delightful pats art so tiny . . . only ONE 
HALF INCH LONG whan full grown. You can raisa 
an antira troupla in an ordinary glass jar using tapf 
watar. It's so safa, just empty tha package into a 
jar or fish bowl, add watar and you have created 
'instant lifa." 

You can actually make thasa marvelous saa crea- 
tures bahava like a bunch of trained seals as they 
follow a beam of light anywhere. So don't delay! 
Order now. Only $1.00 plus 25* shipping charges 
complete. 




| MONEY BACK GUARANTEE n 

I Honor House Prod. Coro., Dept. BB-8 ■ 

tl W479t. N.Y. 98N.Y. 

I Rush me nfy eggs for hatching my live sea circus at • 

I once. I understand if I am not 100% delighted. | 

I may return It for prompt refund of my purchase ! 

I jrloer ! 

■ O I enclose fl plus 254 shipping charges. Same ■ 

I Guarantee. 

■ □ Send C.O.D. I will pay poetman on delivery plus | 

C.O.D. and shipping chargts. 

I Name. I 

I Address I 

i , , 

71 


They Ate Pilot Malmgren 

(Continued from page 34) 


was up eight degrees the Italia — 
weighted with ice that had formed 
over its rubberized fabric covering — 
was falling toward an ice floe at a 
half-yard a second. 

Nobile quietly, ordered the third 
engine started and the other two 
speeded up. The floe grew nearer. He 
then ordered one of his 15-man crew 
to check the stern valves. Immediate- 
ly word was returned that everything 
was in good working order. 

The only effect of the speeded-up 
engines was to cause the ship to fall 
faster. 

“Stop all engines,” Nobile ordered 
swiftly, his voice still under control. 
He knew there was no way to avert 
a crash. A fire must be prevented. 

Quickly the crew braced themselves 
for the inevitable. Fear clutched at 
their stomachs. At the moment before 
impact, Nobile grabbed the controls 
himself in an attempt to bring the 
Italia down with minimum shock. 

A jagged ice pack seemed to rise 
to meet the frail craft — less than 384 
feet long and with a hydrogen gas 
capacity of 55,000 cubic feet. The 
control car struck with a great crash. 
Something hit the general on his head. 
Then, clearly, without pain, he felt 
an arm and leg snap. 

“It’s all over,” he thought. 

At the moment of the crash, Finn 
Malmgren, Swedish aereologist, was 
thrown forward, a sharp pain racing 
through his left shoulder. Radio Op- 
erator Guiseppe Biagi struck his head 
on the radio table, and Commander 
Fillippo Zappi felt his right arm crum- 
ble. 

On the ice floe itself, thrown clear 
by the impaot, three crewmen includ- 
ing Dr. Francis Behounek of the 
Wireless Institute of Prague, looked 
up in terror. The Italia, ablaze now, 
was nosing straight down at them, a 
hole in it’s bottom where the control 
cabin had been. Then, miraculously, 
a wind current lifted the ship before 
it crashed and cremated them; it 
swung toward the north and slowly 
drifted away. 

There were other figures on the 
formless, jagged pack that stretched 
to the horizon. First Officer Adalberto 
Mariano moved drunkenly towards 
the wreckage. With him were Lt. 
Commander Alfredo Viglieri and 
Felici Trojani, a mechanic. 

With General Nobile was his chief 
engineer, Natale Cecioni, a huge man 
who whimpered: “My leg is broken, 
General! My leg! It’s broken!” 

All eyes turned toward the Italia, 


now looking very small as it contin- 
ued to drift back in the direction of 
the North Pole. Six of the crew were 
still aboard. 

“The wind will carry them a long 
ways,” Malmgren said. “But perhaps 
they are better off than us.” 

“There is nothing to be done for 
them,” Nobile answered. “Their fate 
is in the hands of God.” 

Malmgren's face showed utter des- 
pair. 

“There is nothing to be done for 
us either,” he said in a toneless voice. 
“My arm is broken.” 

Slowly he got to his feet. Saluting 
he said: “General, I thank you for 
the trip. I go under water.” 

“You have no right to do this,” 
Nobile answered gently. “We will die 
when God has decided.” 

The Swede sat down again. 

Suddenly the cheering sound of a 
barking dog was heard. It was Titina, 
the general’s white and black terrier, 
wagging her tail and running toward 
the general. She had survived without 
a scratch. 

N OBILE’S first order was for every- 
one able to look for salvage. Al- 
ready the numbing cold was taking 
effect. If some sort of shelter was not 
found death would come in a matter 
of hours. 

Behind an ice crag, Radioman Biagi 
made a grisly find. He came upon a 
gondola that housed the stern engine. 
Beside the gondola he saw the me- 
chanic, Vincenzo Pomella, sitting 
motionless. Biagi was about to shout 
greetings when he noticed an empty 
look on the mechanic’s face. He was 
dead. 

The salvage was pitifully small. 
One tent, an emergency radio set, a 
box of rations and a sleeping bag con- 
taining a Colt revolver and 100 cart- 
ridges, a Very signaling pistol and a 
case of matches. 

Those still alive prepared for their 
first night in the land of the midnight 
sun. It was the 25>th of May, 1928. 

“I wonder which of us will die 
first,” Nobile thought as he closed his 
eyes in an attempt to get some sleep. 
“I hope it is me.” 

Word that radio contact had been 
lost with the Italia made news in 
every corner of the globe. In 1926, 
General Nobile had piloted the 
Norge, an earlier model of the Italia, 
successfully over the North Pole. 
Raold Amundsen, the Norwegian ex- 
plorer who had discovered the South 
Pole, had been in command of that 


expedition. Nobile’s attempt to dupli- 
cate the feat had captured everyone’s 
imagination. In tempting death again 
he had made his name a household 
word. 

The tiny emergency radio provided 
the slim ray of hope that the men of 
the Italia had. Biagi desperately sent 
out an SOS on the 55th minute of 
each hour. This had been the arrange- 
ment with the City of Milan, the 
Italia’s supply ship, waiting in King’s 
Bay. But he received no answer to 
his call. 

The little party of survivors began 
to lick their wounds. A makeshift 
splint was made for Cecioni’s broken 
leg, the general’s leg was bandaged 
with strips cut from the control car’s 
varnished covering and it was dis- 
covered that Malmgren’s arm was 
badly mauled rather than broken. 
Zappi also made the happy discovery 
that his arm was not broken. 

Throughout the first day an icy 
wind blew, making it impossible for 
the able-bodied to continue the hunt 
for salvage. The wind also drove their 
ice floe crashing into other ice floes. 

It felt like they were sitting on top of 
an earthquake. 

The men huddled together for 
warmth in the tiny tent. “We must 
trust in God,” Nobile said. 

That night the first meal was served. 
Their principal ration was pemmican, 
a concoction made of pulverized meat, 
peas, fat, onions and celery. By pain- 
fully melting fresh-water ice, a soup 
of a sorts was made by Malmgren. 
The general gave part of his share to 
Titina. 

After finishing his portion Behou- 
nek laughed. “I experimented in Rome 
and made a soup like this,” he said. 
“I offered it to my dog but he re- 
fused to eat it. Yet I can’t remember 
when I enjoyed a meal more.” 

The others nodded in agreement. 
The next day Biagi continued to 
send out his SOS. The signals went 
unheard but he could hear the City 
of Milan. “We imagine you are near 
the north coast of Spitsbergen be- 
tween the 15th and 16th meridians,” 
the supply ship’s message said. “Trust 
in us. We are organizing help.” 

“We are lost,” Cecioni said in des- 
pair. “They are not even looking in 
the right place.” 

The loss of the Italia stirred the 
hearts of adventurous men through- 
out the world. Roald Amundsen an- 
nounced he would organize a search 
party; so did the Swedes, Russians 
and Finns. The United States said it 
was thinking of sending its own air- 
ship, the Los Angeles. 

On the fourth day there was still no 
evidence that Biagi’s signals were be- 
ing heard. The batteries were growing 
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weaker. If they could not make their 
position known the end would become 
just a matter of time. 

To add to their despair the strong, 
unceasing wind was blowing the floe 
southeast at about 15 miles a day. 
They were drifting towards Franz 
Josef land. It appeared as if the drift 
would carry them away from any pos- 
sible rescue operations. 

“If I must die I wish to die trying 
for life, not sitting here waiting for it 
to be taken from me,” Zappi said. 

Nobile looked at him sharply. “Our 
only hope is in staying together,” he 
said. 

But Commander Zappi was not 
satisfied. A thin, vigorous man with 
the look of a hawk on his face, he was 
resentful of Nobile’s authority over 
him. Nobile was an invalid now, he 
reasoned, and thought only of him- 
self. 

That night Zappi, accompanied by 
Mariano this time, approached Nobile 
with a plan. They proposed that four 
of the strongest attempt a march 
toward Cape North. They argued 
that it was their only hope. 

“We can send rescuers in the right 
direction,” Zappi said. 

“I think they are right. General,” 
Malmgren said. “If one of us gets 
through, rescue is possible.” 

Cecioni, lying helpless alongside 
the General, began to cry. 

“They mustn't be allowed to go,” 
he shouted between sobs. “They can’t 
be allowed to abandon two helpless 
men like that. If I didn’t have a brok- 
en leg I'd take the general on my 
back.” 

“Wait a few days,” Nobile an- 
swered calmly. Then he turned his 
attention to the sobbing giant along- 
side him. “If things become desperate 
the others will have to go. I will take 
care of you.” 

Biagi continued to send his SOS. 
The results — negative. 

But Zappi and Mariano felt they 
couldn’t wait a few days. They con- 
tinued to push their plan of the forced 
march. The map was examined. They 
were near Foyn Island, 100 miles 
from Cape North. Malmgren, the only 
one who had experience hiking over 
Arctic wastes, estimated they could 
make six miles a day, nine when they 
reached land. Nobile promised to give 
the plan consideration. 

r T , HE next day Zappi woke the sleep- 
-i- ing group early with startling news. 
“There's a bear,” he said in a low 
voice. 

“Give me the pistol!” Malmgren 
said. “I’m going to kill it.” 

Quietly he crept out on the ice. 
Those that could, followed, all armed 
with some crude weapon. The general 


Is your television set giving you trouble recently? Do 
you get blurry, light-streaked pictures . . . annoying 
“ghosts” and “snow” . . . distorted, jumpy pictures . . . 
wavy lines . mud and flickers? How maddening it 
can be to get these troubles right in the middle of your 
favorite program, just \**hen neighbors come visiting! 
When this happens, don’t blame the manufacturer . . . 
don't rush to replace tubes . . . don’t waste money on 
needless service calls, when chances are there's nothing 
at all wrong with your T.V. Yes! These troubles 
happen to the newest, finest sets as well as those 10 
years old! Here’s the reason why: 

Atmospheric "Goblins" Kill Clear Reception 
Those annoying sporadic troubles you've been having 
with your T.V. may not be in your set at all! They 
often come from outside your home— on the ground, 
in valleys and mountains, from nearby rivers and lakes, 
or high up in the sky. That’s why. even if you have a 
brand new set, even when the T.V. repairman can’t 
find a thing wrong, you are plagued with poor, flicker- 
ing, jumpy pictures. Scientists now know that certain 
electronic disturbances can surcharge the Atmosphere. 
These atmospheric “gobblins” collide with the T.V. 
signals reaching your set. Result: you’re bombarded 
with streaky, jumpy, muddy pictures! 

Electronic Invention Fibers 
Out Atmospheric Disturbances 

Now at last you can attenuate these electronic trouble- 
makers . actually filter atmospheric disturbances, 
whether caused by auto ignitions, appliances, planes, 
boats, neons, etc. You need no longer be frustrated 
with eye-straining pictures, right in the middle of your 
favorite show. Yes! With an amazing electronic in- 
strument, called the TV TROUBLE TRAPPER, vou 
can reduce streaks. ghoBts, snow, zig-zag lines, bouncy 
pictures, etc. You can actually TRAP these troubles 
BEFORE THEY REACH YOUR SET! You can enjoy 
better reception — no matter where vou live — in the 
valleys, or high up in the hills, .ml in ih,- country, or 
big cities, near airports, busy highwavs or train ter- 
minals. 

Movio-Cloor Rocoption Your* in 4 Mimrtos! 

All you need is a screwdriver! Connect T.V. TROUBLE 
TRAPPER to your antenna lead-in. No hazard. No 
skill needed. Takes 4 minutes or less. Turn the set on. 
See the difference! Instantly the bleary, distorted 
pictures clear up. You enjoy perfect, movie-clear 
reception. You’ll hardly believe your eyes! 

T.V. TROUBLE TRAPPER costs less than a repair- 
man's service call. Just install and forget it. It keeps 
on fighting the nightmarish disturbances — automatic- 
ally — for life! 

Stands Guard Against Unwanted Signals 
T.V. TROUBLE TRAPPER is precision-made. Contains 
10 different component assen ■ *ieri and wired with 


meticulous care. All signals, good or bad, are forced 
thru the electronic filter and separated. The trouble- 
maker “goblin" signals (0 to 54Mc.) are faded out. 
Thus, signals of 55Mc. or higher — the ones sent out 
by your local T.V. station, come in clearer and clearer, 
for your viewing pleasure! Truly amazing! This little 
marvel is like an electronic sentinel, ever on guard, 
night and day, against unwanted interference. 
Naturally this wonderful device can't replace broken 
tubes, burned out condensers, etc., but before you go 
poking INSIDE your set. before you spend money re- 
placing tubes, it’s wise and thrifty to install a T.V. 
TROUBLE TRAPPER. So low Priced! And it may 
be all you need! Remember — even a brand new set 
can’t give you perfect reception, unless you reduce 
OUTSIDE interference! That's exactly what TV 
TROUBLE TRAPPER does for any set. nfcw or years 
old! It cleans the TV signals BEFORE they reach 
your set. 

Costa Loss Than A TV Service Call! 

You'd be glad to pay at' least $10.00 for this electronic 
convenience. But we believe in big volume sales and 
have priced it low — only $3.95 complete and postpaid. 
Over 100,000 people now enjoy better TV viewing 
thanks to TROUBLE TRAPPER. Now is your chance 
to try it in your own home ! 

PROVE IT YOURSELF ON 30 DAY TRIALI 

Whether you have a new set or an old one. you owe it 
to yourself to try this electronic invention. Attach it 
outside your T.V. in 4 minutes. Then turn on your 
favorite program. SEE for yourself how it stands guard 
against distorted, flickering images. SEE how it gives 
you clearer, sharper pictures day after day. even when 
highway traffic is heavy, even when planes are over- 
head. even if your set is an old one! Enjoy it for 30 
days trial — at our risk! Yes! Prove it yourself! You 
must be thrilled and satisfied, in every way. Otherwise 
return it — get your money back — no questions asked' 
MAIL COUPON BELOW TODAY! 


30 DAY FREE TRIAL 


THORESEN INC., Dept. BB-8, 

31 W 47 St. N.Y. 38 N.Y. 

tu»h T.V. TROUBLE TRAPPERS on 30 day FREE TRIAL 

— with satisfaction GUARANTEED or my monsy back. 

□ $3.95 onclosod □ Sond COD plus 

RUSH PREPAID. postage A COD-foo 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

town zone state 


73 



smothered Titina to his chest so she 
wouldn’t bark. 

The polar bear was 50 yards from 
the tent, sitting placidly and staring 
at them as they approached. Malm- 
gren inched to within 15 yards of it 
and raised the Colt slowly. The others 
held their breath — a successful kill 
might mean survival. The shot rang 
out in the crisp, clear air sounding 
like a crack of thunder. 

The bear turned and ran clumsily 
across the floe. Two more shots were 
fired. It ran a few more steps and fell 
dead. 

The kill meant 450 pounds of fresh 
meat. That night bear stew — chunks 
of half raw bear meat swimming in a 
kind of gravy — was served. To the 
mens’ surprise they preferred the 
pemmican but they ate with good- 
natured grumbling. 

The next morning Zappi again be- 
gan talking about the march for help. 

“If you want to go, I have no 
objections,” Nobile said in a resigned 
manner. 

Zappi wasted no time. By mutual 
consent three would go on the march 
— himself, Mariano and Malmgren. 
The pemmican was shared and the 
marchers were given a blanket, two 
bottles of gasoline, half the alcohol 
from the compasses and three pairs 
of ski socks. 

“I will come back to look for you 


myself with Swedish airplanes,” 
Malmgren promised Nobile before he 
left. 

“They must also search for those 
with the ship,” Nobile answered. 
“They must not be forgotten.” 

It was the first time since the Italia 
crashed that anyone had openly ex- 
pressed hope that the six men trapped 
aboard the Italia as she floated away 
might still be alive. 

The marchers were given letters by 
their comrades they were leaving be- 
hind. In each case it was a last will 
and testament. 

“Perhaps it is God's will that we 
shall embrace each other again one 
day,” Nobile wrote to his wife. “That 
will be like a miracle. If not, don’t 
mourn my death but be proud of it.” 

The goodbys were brief. “God go 
with you,” the general shouted as the 
trio waved a last salute. 

On their tenth day, June 3, Biagi 
was still faithfully sending out his 
distress signals. The bear meat as- 
sured them of food for some time 
more but the men’s spirits were low. 
Nobile then made another decision. 
He decided that the four able-bodied 
men who had decided to stay with 
him and Cecioni must also be given 
their chance at life. If help did not 
come within four days he would order 
the four to also try and march out of 
this frozen wasteland. 


Gently he explained his plan to 
Cecioni. But this time the big man 
did not protest. He had become rec- 
onciled to the idea of death. He ac- 
cepted his fate. 

All the others agreed with the 
exception of Behounek. 

“I don’t know why you ask me 
this,” he said sharply. “I’ve come here 
with you and I’m not going away 
without you.” 

On the evening of June 6, they had 
exhausted themselves of words and 
— except for Biagi at the radio — lay 
in the stupor of hopelessness. Sud- 
denly Biagi leaped to his feet. 

“They’ve heard us,” he cried. 

The others began to scream but 
Biagi quickly shushed them. “I can’t 
hear the dispatch,” he warned. 

Writing as fast as he could he 
copied the text of the dispatch. 

A Russian farmer from Archangel 
had picked up fragments of their SOS 
on the evening of June 3rd. The Rus- 
sian Embassy had notified the Italian 
Government and their exact position 
had been handed over. 

The tent became a scene of wild 
joy. Some of the men hugged each 
other while others cried out of happi- 
ness. Titina, sensing the excitement, 
barked enthusiastically. 

“Now we can hope,” the general 
said and ordered extra rations to cele- 
brate. “If the others had only had 
more faith in the radio.” 

The celebration proved to be pre- 
mature. The Italian Government de- 
cided the message was a hoax, for no 
understandable reason. They simply 
paid no attention to the information 
given them. 

The let-down had its consequences. 
Even the energetic Biagi had to be 
badgered to continue sending his sig- 
nals. 

All the next day he transmitted 
with no results. Over and over he 
sent the same message: “SOS Italia, 
Nobile, longitude 28 degrees east, 
about 20 miles from the northeast 
coast of Spitsbergen.” 

Then, their 16th day on the ice, 
an answer finally came. “The City of 
Milan heard you well this morning,” 
the message read, “and has received 
your coordinates.” 

Their joy knew no bounds. Cecioni 
tearfully embraced Nobile. 

“It is to you we owe our lives, Gen- 
eral,” he said speaking for the group. 
“Without you we would all have per- 
ished.” 

Nobile was too overcome by emo- 
tion to answer. 

But things were not as simple as it 
seemed. It would take 29 more days 
before they could leave the ice. And 
each day would be filled with suffer- 
ing and frustration and dashed hopes. 
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The next morning another message 
was forthcoming from the City of 
Milan. “Be ready to make a smoke 
signal! Airplanes will. . . The mes- 
sage broke off. 

The little camp became very busy. 
A wide red stripe was painted on the 
tent by using the liquid in the glass 
altitude balls. The red liquid was also 
used to mark the snow around the 
camp site. The Very pistol was readied 
for firing and sentries watched the sky 
eagerly. 

On June 11th, their 18th day on 
the ice, their rescue seemed imminent. 
The only question appeared to be 
which rescue team would reach them 
first. The Swedish expedition was en 
route to King’s Bay, Amundsen with 
his team was also en route, a Rus- 
sian ice-breaker was set to sail that 
day from Archangel, Finland was 
sending a trimotor plane outfitted 
with skis, Germany had offered men 
and equipment and their own Italians 
had dog teams on the way. 

“It’s an interesting problem, our 
rescue,” Nobile remarked after listen- 
ing to the details. 

“It’s a hell of a problem,” Trojani 
countered, “and if they don’t hurry 
they won't solve it.” 

It was clear there was still a great 
deal of danger. The ice floe could 
break up at any time or the clear 
weather could suddenly give way to 
the summer fogs. It was like sitting 
on a powder keg with a lit fuse of 
undetermined length. 

O N June 17th, the 24th day, they 
heard their first planes. The Very 
pistol was fired but they weren’t seen. 
Two planes passed within two miles 
of their camp. 

On the 26th day another plane 
came within a few miles but again 
they were not spotted. Visibility in a 
sea of white is a haphazard thing. 

Contact was made on the 27th day. 
Cecioni, using a tinfoil mirror, was 
able to signal a hydroplane flying the 
colors of Italy. Shrieking like madmen 
they waved their arms and danced in 
the snow as the plane dipped its wings. 
Then the plane made a wrong turn 
and lost sight of them. It searched 
for a few minutes before flying off in 
the wrong direction. 

Biagi frantically tried to contact 
the plane by radio. For 30 minutes 
they silently prayed. Finally their sig- 
nals were received and the plane 
headed back. When it was directly 
overhead packages were thrown out. 
Then the plane turned south and was 
soon lost to sight. 

The packages contained six pairs 
of shoes, two collapsible boats, smoke 
signals, two sleeping bags, two rifles, 
a few shattered batteries and a bag 


of provisions. 

That night Nobile spoke to the 
City of Milan and thanked them for 
the supplies. He asked if there had 
been any news of the three marchers 
but the City of Milan knew nothing. 

The next day another drop was 
made by the same plane. As the pilot 
came down low the little band saw a 
man leaning out of the cockpit grind- 
ing a movie camera. The space dis- 
placed by the photographer caused a 
case of chocolate to be left behind on 
the City of Milan. 

Planes of Sweden were the next to 
fly over the ice floe. Five packages 
including two bottles of whiskey were 
dropped by the practical Swedes. 
They also included a note saying: “If 
you can find a landing ground for air- 
planes fitted with skis arrange the red 
parachutes we dropped in a T shape 
on the leeward side.” 

A survey of the floe was made and 
surprisingly a likely spot was found. 

That night Nobile chided his com- 
patriots aboard the City of Milan for 
being so slow in their attemps to get 
the men of the Italia off the floe. He 
warned the summer fogs might begin 
any day. 

“You can not expect this clear 
we’ather to keep up indefinitely,” he 
said. 

But in the middle of his plea the 
radio went dead. 

The next evening the Swedish 
planes returned. Cautiously one of the 
ski-equipped planes came lower and 
lower like a giant hawk looking for a 
landing place on a scraggly cliff. Fin- 
ally the skis bit into the snow and the 
plane skidded across the flat field. 
One man jumped out as soon as the 
plane came to a stop. Another stayed 
in the cockpit and kept the motor 
running. 

Viglieri reached the pilot first. They 
embraced. A common language — 
English — was found. 

“I am Lt. Einar Lundborg,” the 
Swedish flyer said. Then he asked to 
see Nobile. 

Nobile took the Swede’s out- 
stretched hand in both of his. He 
tried to express his appreciation but 
words failed him. Viglieri and Biagi 
lifted the General up and he embraced 
Lundborg. 

"1 will be able to take you all dur- 
ing the night," the Swede said. “You 
will be the first, General.” 

Nobile protested. He was the cap- 
tain of this expedition, he explained, 
and he could not leave before all his 
men were safe. He then pointed out 
the pitiful condition Cecioni was in. 

Before the plane had landed it had 
been decided that Cecioni would be 
the first to be evacuated. When the 
huge man heard his hope of being 
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lifted out of this nightmare dashed, 
he began to cry. 

“I have my orders,” the Swede an- 
swered. “I must take you first. Our 
base is not far from here. Then I will 
come back for the others.” 

The Swede was obstinate. He would 
not listen to Nobile. Then he pointed 
out that Cecioni was too large to be 
evacuated now. If he were put in the 
plane his mechanic would have to be 
left behind. This he refused to do. 

“On the next trip I will fly here 
alone,” he said. “Then we will fly out 
whomever you wish.” 

Finally the general agreed. He was 
lifted into the plane and within mo- 
ments they were airborne. As he 
looked back at the ice floe where he 
had spent 31 days he couldn’t find 
the tent at first. It was almost invisible 
against the all-embracing white. 

Less than an hour later the Swedish 
pilot again landed on the floe for the 
second time. But a freak accident 
caused the plane to overturn on land- 
ing and once again there were six men 
on the floe. To make matters worse 
it was the only ski-equipped plane the 
Swedes had. 

As soon as Nobile heard of the 
accident he insisted on being flown to 
the City of Milan. The Swedes 
obliged him. 

The deck of the supply ship was 
crowded with cheering sailors. Pho- 
tographers and newsreel men begged 
the general to pose but he just waved 
them aside. 

Captain Romagna of the City of 
Milan greeted Nobile in a shocking 
manner. “People might criticize you 
for coming first,” he said curtly. 

Nobile told him he did not under- 
stand. Whey should he be criticized? 

“I know nothing of orders to take 
you off first,” Romagna said. 

When Nobile saw the papers he was 
concerned even more. He was being 
soundly denounced for “deserting his 
men.” 

Also the news of many of the men 
attempting to rescue the crew of the 
Italia was bad. Amundsen was lost. 
A Russian aviator was also lost and 
a group who had left by dog team 
hadn’t been heard from. 

Because of the crash of the Swedish 
pilot it was decided that the landing 
field on the floe was unsafe and an- 
other means of rescue was sought. 
Nobile felt the mishap had been 
caused by bad luck and implored 
Romagna to try an airlift with Italian 
planes. Romagna refused, saying it 
was too dangerous, 

“I see no sense in needlessly risk- 
ing lives,” he told Nobile. 

Now the general understood why 
the Italians were moving so slowly. 
It was Romagna’s snails-pace leader- 


ship and there was nothing he could 
do about it. His men had trusted him 
— believed that once he was at the 
helm of things their rescue would be 
just a matter of days. But since he 
had been plucked off the floe things 
had gotten worse. 

The general decided on a plan of 
action. Rescue must come from the 
sea, he decided. He put all his hopes 
on the Russian ice-breaker Krassin, 
now temporarily blocked by ice but 
within striking distance. He sent off 
a wire to the Russians. It began: “All 
our hopes are centered on the Kras- 
sim.” 

The Russians, spurred on by the 
message from Nobile, broke out of the 
ice barrier and headed north. The 
weather was worsening and already 
the first fogs were closing in. 

From the ice floe urgent messages 
came in daily signed by Viglieri, who 
had taken over command of the camp. 

“Need help soon. Weather closing 
in,” one message said. 

“Have we been abandoned?” an- 
other message asked. 

Nobile wrung his hands in despair. 
Romagna had made him a virtual 
prisoner aboard the City of Milan 
and had even denied him permission 
to be flown to the Russians. 

“You are in no condition to con 
tinue the search,” he told the general 
coldly in turning down his request. 

On July 10 a plane from the fog- 
bound Krassin sent back an electrify- 
ing word to the mother ship: “Malm- 
gren!” 

The pilot radioed that he saw two 
men standing on a tiny floe sur- 
rounded by water. As he circled, one 
of them made a message in rags: 
“No Food.” The pilot then radioed 
their position to the Krassin. 

The Krassin plunged boldly ahead 
in the dangerous waters. The ship’s 
captain offered 100 rubles to the first 
man who sighted the Malmgren party. 

On July 12 at 7 a.m. the 100 rubles 
was won by the first mate, who was 
standing on the bridge. He saw two 
men on an ice floe 20 by 45 feet. 
Shouting, the Russians raced towards 
the two men. One was waving at them 
madly. The other was lying on the ice. 

The tall man was Zappi. He was 
taken on board first and immediately 
asked: “Where’s Malmgren?” He just 
pointed vaguely in the distance. He 
was wearing three wrist watches and 
in his pocket he had two compasses. 
He wore two snow suits and parts of 
a third. He also wore two pairs of 
shoes. 

The man lying on the floe was 
Mariano. He was almost dead and 
had no shoes, only wet stockings. 

Knowing they were near the other 
survivors of the Italia the Russians 
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pushed on as soon as the two were 
aboard, questioning Zappi about the 
whereabouts of Malmgren. Zappi was 
vague. When they told him they must 
have more exact information he 
shouted hysterically, “He stayed on 
the ice.” Waving his arms wildly he 
said that Malmgren knew he was 
going to die and begged the two Ital- 
ians to dig him a grave. The Italians 
had obliged and Malmgren took off 
his clothes and lay in the grave. They 
left him and continued their march 
but in 24 hours they made only 100 
yards. Looking back, Zappi said, they 
saw Malmgren raise his head from 
his ice-grave and shout: 

“Go, go!” he cried. “At the price 
of my life, you’ll save all!” 

The Russians listened skeptically. 
They didn’t believe Zappi and Mari- 
ano was in no condition to be ques- 
tioned. Though he claimed he hadn’t 
eaten in 13 days an examining doctor 
said it was more like three days. 
Something terrible had happened. But 
what? 

A clue came from Zappi’s own 
mouth when he had eaten. and rested. 
He told the Russians that only a few 
days before they had been picked up, 
Mariano — like Malmgren — thought 
he was going to die. So he had taken 
off his clothes and told Zappi : “When 
I die, you can eat me. But not before.” 

Suddenly the fate of Malmgren 


became clear: he had been eaten. 

A wave of revulsion swept over the 
world as news of what had been told 
was sent by radio. Nobile shuddered 
and wept when he heard. He felt the 
disgrace of what is rumored to have 
happened on his shoulders. 

Zappi later denied that he had done 
such a thing but he was never able to 
satisfactorily explain what had hap- 
pened to the third man in his party. 
A search was made for Malmgren’s 
body but it was never found. Mariano 
refused to talk about the incident. 

On the evening of June 12, a look- 
out on the ice-breaker spotted an 
overturned plane next to a tiny tent 
on a distant floe. The ship blew its 
whistle furiously and with binocu- 
lars men could be seen jumping up 
and down and hugging each other. 

Within two hours the five casta- 
ways and the Swedish pilot Lundborg 
were aboard the Krassin. For five of 
the men rescue had come 49 days 
from the time the Italia’s control 
cabin had been ripped from the diri- 
gible. 

The last one aboard was the radio 
operator Biagi. Before leaving he had 
sent a last message to the City of 
Milan: “Greeting to our beloved Gen- 
eral Nobile.” 

The general was overjoyed at the 
news. He immediately wired the Rus- 
sians to press on and hunt for the lost 
dirigible. 


The Russian captain decided to ask 
Zappi’s advice on where to look. 
Zappi said any further search was 
ridiculous. 

"I consider the airship destroyed 
with all aboard,” he said with cer- 
tainty. 


r T , HE Krassin turned around and the 
search for the six men with the 
Italia was abandoned forever. 

There were others who were lost 
too. Raold Amundsen was never seen 
again. But the Russian aviator and the 
Italian dog sled team were found safe. 

The thought of abandoning his six 
men to their fate was more than No- 
bile could bear. He wired Rome and 
asked permission to continue the 
search for his six missing crew. Per- 
mission was denied.. Sadly Nobile 
made preparations to go home. 

Throughout the world he was de- 
picted as the commander who insisted 
on being rescued first and who aban- 
doned six of his crew to certain death. 
The Swedish pilot Lundborg tried to 
defend the broken hearted Nobile by 
telling the true circumstances of the 
rescue. But no one would listen. It 
wasn’t as good as the erroneous story. 

Only in Italy was Nobile received 
as a hero. Only there was he believed 
and looked upon as the possessor of 
a name that best described his char- 
acter: noble. • 
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Peacetime Yank Enslaved 

(Continued from page 37) 


dangled in grass woven slings. 

Kramer was now positive. “Zanry- 
usha?" he asked. 

A corner of the thin lips pulled 
back. “I am Captain Kiyoshi Yanoda,” 
he announced stiffly, “of the Japanese 
Imperial Army." He glanced toward 
James, then back to Kramer. “And 
both of you are my prisoners.” 

“Prisoners!” James bellowed. “The 
war’s been over seven years. He faced 
Kramer. “What the hell’s he yakking 
about, Doug? What goes on?” 

Kramer took one step forward, and 
the Jap alongside him slapped the bar- 
rel of his rifle across his stomach. 

“I repeat,” Yanoda clipped. “You 
are my prisoners, and you will do as 
ordered. Hands on head.” 

Kramer and James exchanged stun- 
ned glances, slowly brought their 
hands to their head. Off to one side, 
one of the Japs was dragging the dead 
Felipe into the bush. 

‘‘March!" Yanoda barked. 

Rifle barrels prodded their backs. 
Half pushed, they stumbled forward. 

Kramer had guessed right. Their 
captors were zanryusha, the name tag- 
ged to those Japanese soldiers who had 
refused to surrender to Allied troops 
at the end of World War II. Through 
ignorance or defiance, thousands of 
these hold-outs, had taken to the 
Philippine jungles, convinced that 
eventually their Emperor would take 
the necessary steps to effect their 
rescue. 

T HE circumstances surrounding 
Captain Kiyoshi Yanoda’s group 
were not untypical. A graduate of a 
Japanese Army school in guerilla war- 
fare, Yanoda and 120 hand-picked 
jungle soldiers were dispatched to 
Mindoro island in October, 1944, 
some two months prior to General 
MacArthur’s invasion of the Philip- 
pines. Their mission: to sabotage 

American installations, particularly air 
strips. 

Two months later, at the American 
base at San Jose, the group was taken 
by surprise and cut to pieces. Only 
six men, including Yanoda, got away. 
When the war ended, the stragglers 
were established along the timbered 
slopes of Mount Ayamitan, having 
salvaged tools and general stores be- 
sides their weapons and ammo. 

Throughout the first year following 
Japan’s surrender, U. S. planes drop- 
ped leaflets throughout the Philippines. 
Hold-outs were instructed to come for- 
ward. Many complied. Yanoda didn’t. 
Before being dispatched to Mindoro, 
his superiors had told him that al- 


though an American invasion of the 
Philippines was inevitable, Japan would 
go on fighting for 20 years if necessary. 

Eight years later, in June 1952, 
Yanoda firmly believed that Japan 
still fought on. This faith was never 
to be shaken. 

On reaching the zanryusha camp, 
some 2,500 feet above sea level, 
Kramer and James were hustled into 
a small lean-to made of split bamboo 
and placed under guard. Nearby were 
two other similar shacks, and a some- 
what larger one made of logs and 
chinked with mud. Kramer, a former 
captain in the Army Engineers, had 
spent four years in Tokyo after the 
war as a civilian advisor on recon- 
struction with the Army of occupa- 
tion, and spoke Japanese reasonably 
well. At intervals, he tried engaging 
their Jap guard in conversation, but 
the man remained sullenly silent. 

James, still foggy from the rifle 
butt blow, shook his head groggily. 
“What next?” he said repeatedly. 
“What in the hell happens next?” 

The answer came when one of 
Yanoda’s men, Sgt. Akuta, dark com- 
plexioned and muscular, bulled into 
the shack. He pointed to their shoes 
and clothes and barked something in 
Japanese. 

James turned to Kramer. “What's 
he after?” 

“The works,” Kramer replied. 
“Shirt, shoes, socks, wristwatches — 
everything but our pants.” 

“Not the watch,” James growled. 
“It’s a gift from my wife.” Facing 
Akuta, James pointed to his watch, 
shook his head. “No watch, you 
bastard,? he snapped. “Anything else, 
okay.” 

Akuta’s expressionless eyes barely 
flickered as he jerked the butt of his 
rifle up and punched it smartly into 
James' groin. Groaning, James drop- 
ped to his knees and rolled over on 
his back. 

That same afternoon. Captain Ya- 
noda had them both brought to his 
own quarters. Yanoda had discarded 
his sandals for Kramer’s boots, and 
Akuta was wearing James’. Shortly 
after, Yanoda interrogated Kramer in 
Japanese. 

Patiently, Kramer told the Japanese 
that he and James were not Ameri- 
can spies but a surveying team hired 
by the Philippine government to check 
a projected road site across the moun- 
tains. 

“Lies!” Yanoda shouted. “Filthy 
lies.” Snatching up a short length of 
bamboo, he shook it threateningly in 
front of Kramer’s face. “The war is 


not over,” he shrieked. “Japan fights 
on!” 

They were brought back to the 
shack; the armed guard was resumed. 
The hours passed. Toward dusk they 
were given two yams each, a bit of 
cooked corn and a battered tin can 
filled with water. 

The yams and corn, as Kramer 
correctly guessed, came from a small 
cultivated patch he had spotted be- 
hind Yanoda’s cabin. There was also 
a pen just beyond their own shack 
that held a sizable number of squeal- 
ing pigs. 

“It's just possible they may have 
dealings with some mountain tribe,” 
Kramer remarked when they finished 
off the last of the food. “Those pigs 
came from some place, and they’d 
need seed to grow their yams and 
corn.” 

“Could be,” James agreed mood- 
ily, “but where does that put us?” 

“Can’t say,” Kramer replied, “but 
it's something to think about.” 

T HE following morning, three of 
Yanoda’s men, equipped with short- 
The following morning, three of 
Yanoda's men, equipped with short- 
handled axes, chopped down some 
bamboo saplings. By dusk, a pair of 
large bamboo cages were just about 
completed, measuring about eight feet 
long, eight high and five across. The 
thick bamboo poles that formed the 
four sides and the roof were spaced 
about nine inches apart. The follow- 
ing morning the roofs were covered 
with a layer of nipa palms and soon 
afterwards, under gun point, Kramer 
and James were forced into their in- 
dividual cases. The bamboo doors 
were padlocked behind them. 

For the first five minutes James 
rattled the bars and kicked and banged 
away without pause. From his own 
cage about 15 feet away, Kramer 
tried to quiet him down, but without 
success. Suddenly Sgt. Akuta appeared. 
Marching up to James’ cage, he paus- 
ed, a thick length of bamboo grip- 
per in his right hand. 

Bellowing defiance, James gave the 
bars another violent shake. Akuta 
swung, the bamboo club cracking 
across the knuckles of James’ left 
hand. 

Groaning, James fell to one knee. 
Akuta waited, his thin lips twisted 
into a sneer as he tapped the bamboo 
against his open palm. When James 
didn't move, the Jap gave a con- 
temptuous grunt and strode back to- 
ward his quarters. 

Slowly, James raised his head and 
faced Kramer. “Someday I’m going 
to kill that bastard,” he said grimly, 
“or die trying.” 



The reason for two cages was ex- 
plained to them that afternoon by 
Captain Yanoda. It was a simple but 
effective security measure, practically 
infallible. If either of them broke out 
of their cage and escaped, the other 
one would be killed. The same rule 
would apply for a working sche- 
dule Yanoda had roughed out. Only 
one of them would be put to work 
at a given time, with the second man 
remaining in his pen. If the man on 
the work detail managed to over- 
whelm his guard, the one back in 
camp would be killed in reprisal. 

“A neat arrangement,” Yanoda 
concluded. “It is said that Americans 
value friendships highly. I’m certain 
that neither of you will do anything 
to endanger the other.” The thin lips 
went through one of their twitching 
spasms. “Work begins in the morn- 
ing.” 

The following morning, Kramer 
and James worked shifts of four 
hours apiece. An armed Jap was with 
them at all times. Besides hauling 
water from a nearby stream they col- 
lected wood for the fires. Other times 
they worked a small patch of ground, 
clearing it of roots and stones so that 
it could be used for additional plant- 
ing. 

On the sixth day of their impris- 
onment, with Kramer’s and James’ 
return to San Jose long overdue, the 
first Philippine search planes flew over 
the area. Kramer knew it was useless. 
Even from a low altitude the thick 
jungle presented an impenetrable 
screen. Throughout that day and the 
next they heard the planes criss-cross- 
ing back and forth, only to fade off 
again into the distance. 

From that day on there were no 
more planes. 

A week later Kramer attempted 
something he had been turning over in 
his thoughts. It was in the early part 
of the afternoon, while on a work 
detail gathering kindling. His Jap 
guart was Pvt. Rikyo, a man more 
silent than the others, and in Kramer’s 
opinion, less belligerent. During a 
short break, Kramer questioned Rikyo 
in Japanese, about his wife and kids. 

Rikyo’s eyes lit up and he spoke 
nostalgically of his home life. Kram- 
er then told him there was no reason 
he couldn’t go back — the war had 
been over seven years. 

But Rikyo became hysterical. 

“No!" Rikyo screamed. Stop it. 
Stop it!” 

He rushed at Kramer with his rifle 
up. Kramer swung his head and the 
butt slammed into his shoulder. He 
went over on his side. A rain of kicks 
followed. One caught Kramer along- 
side the jaw. Then another. He tried 
to get up, fell back. The kicks kept 
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coming. 

Kramer came to back in camp, with 
Captain Yanoda standing over him. 
“Pig.” he snapped. “I've been more 
than fair, and in return you attempt 
to talk my men against me. You 
would never succeed, but such ar- 
rogance must be properly punished.” 

Kramer was marched to a nearby 
swamp and lashed by his wrists to 
the overhead branch of a narra tree. 
Huge leeches crawled up his trouser 
legs, his back and arms. Before long 
his flesh was pierced in scores of 
places. Yanoda let Kramer hang a 
full half hour before cutting him 
down, then marched him back to 
camp without giving him a chance 
to pry the parasites loose. 

Once back in his cage, it took 
Kramer 20 minutes to rip the leeches 
from his arms, chest and back. When 
he was finished, his body was a mass 
of purple, bloody welts. Minutes later 
he felt the juices rising in his stomach. 
Scooping out some earth, he sagged 
to his knees. He was sick for a long 
time. 

A T the end of their first month of 
imprisonment, there were little 
grounds for hope. Kramer and James 
had no chance of cooperating on a 
plan of escape, and they wouldn't 
dare try it individually, knowing that 
Yanoda would kill the other without 
hesitation. 

Meanwhile, Sgt. Akuta baited James 
at every opportunity, slapping out at 
him with a bamboo club whenever 
James slowed down. 

“1 know he wants me to take the 
first swing,” James told Kramer 
through the bars one night. “And God 
knows 1 want to, but I’d be giving him 
the perfect excuse to take me apart.” 
Kramer agreed, but whispered back, 
“Nothing stands still forever, I don't 
know where, how or when, but a situa- 
tion has a way of changing. Things do 
happen.” 

Kramer was right. Four days after 
their talk the Mangyans showed up. 

There were seven women and three 
men in the group. Aside from brief 
sarongs wrapped about their waists, 
the women were naked. Thick, black 
hair hung in simmering tresses to their 
hips. A native mountain people, the 
Mangyans had little or no contact with 
the island’s coastal villages. Pagans, 
their tribal laws allowing them the 
freest kind of sexual behavior. 

This particular tribe had been send- 
ing groups to Yanoda's camp on a 
periodic basis over the past six years. 
As Kramer originally suspected, it was 
the Mangyans who had supplied 
Yanoda with seeds and the pigs, trad- 
ing them off for tools and other gear 
from Yanoda's original stores. It was 
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a practical, working arrangement, and 
Yanoda was cunning enough not to 
use force to obtain what he wanted. 
Instead, he taught Sgt. Akuta how to 
distill the juice of the nipa palm into 
a fermented brew. The potent drink 
became Yanoda's number one trade 
item. After a few snorts, the Man- 
gyans were putty in his hands. The re- 
action on the native women was just 
as profitable. Uninhibited to begin 
with, the trading sessions always 
wound up in an orgiastic free-for-all. 

Soon after their arrival, the Man- 
gyans clustered about Kramer’s and 
James' cages. The women showed the 
greatest curiosity. Giggling, they jab- 
bered away in dialect. A bit later, 
when the trading began, one of the 
girls hung back and approached Kra- 
mer’s cage. 

She was about 19, slender waisted. 
her youthful breasts generously curved. 
Fascinated by Kramer’s long blond 
hair, she reached through the bars to 
touch it. Kramer grinned and moved 
closer. He wasn’t against striking up 
a friendship. Her finger tips brushed 
his hair, moved alongside his beard, 
then drew back. Kramer questioned 
her in Tagalog, found out her name 
was Lakka. She asked for a bit of his 
hair. 

“Why?" Kramer asked. 

“The color is like the sun,” she re- 
plied. “It will bring Lakka good luck.” 

A sudden thought flashed through 
Kramer’s mind. She could have the 
hair, he told her, but he'd need a knife 
to cut it off with. She shook her head. 
She had no knife with her. Suddenly 
she smiled. She would borrow one of 
the men’s. Kramer grabbed her arm. 

“No,” he whispered. “It must be cut 
with your knife, or the hair’s magic 
power will not work for you.” 

“Then I will bring my knife next 
time,” she replied eagerly. 

Kramer nodded. “But you must tell 
no one. It must be our secret.” 

A moment later one of the men 
called out to her. Scrambling to her 
feet, she flashed Kramer a quick smile, 
then ran off to join the others. 

By morning the Mangyans had de- 
parted and the camp was back to 
normal. Late that same night Kramer 
told James about the girl and the 
knife. 

James wasn't very enthused. 
"They're not fnuch more than sav- 
ages,” he said listlessly. “The fact she 
made a promise doesn’t mean a thing. 
Chances are she may never even come 
back.” 

Kramer knew James could easily be 
right about the girl. It really wasn’t 
anything to depend on. 

T WO weeks later the inevitable hap- 
pened. Kramer was in his cage. 


James out on a work detail, when a 
rifle shot split the silence. Kramer was 
on his feet instantly, filled with an in- 
ner sense of dread. Minutes later Akuta 
showed up. dragging James behind him 
by one leg. There wasn't too much left 
of James’ face, mostly a bloody smear 
where the bullet had ripped through 
his mouth and out the back of his 
skull. 

For the next ten minutes Kramer 
screamed, cursed, beat his fists against 
the bars until they streamed blood. 
Gradually, a sobering calmness came 
over him. He called for Captain 
Yanoda. 

Yanoda offered a terse explanation. 
James had attemped to overwhelm 
Akuta, had brought it on himself. 

Kramer nodded slowly and request- 
ed permission to bury his friend. 

The next week was a blurry fog. He 
now did James’ work as well as his 
own. At night he could barely drag 
himself back to his cage. Yanoda had 
also made a final threat. One more 
outburst by Kramer, against any of his 
men, and he’d be shot instantly. 

Kramer’s thoughts now turned to- 
ward escape. With James dead he was 
free to act. It was the only choice left 
him. From Captain Yanoda he knew 
he could expect no change in attitude. 
The man was hopelessly deranged, 
beyond reach. 

Kramer had no exact plan. Then, 
toward the end of that week the Man- 
gyans were back. 

Eagerly Kramer spotted the girl 
Lakka. At first she stayed away, but 
when the trading and drinking began, 
she slipped to the side of his cage, her 
large, dark eyes eager bright. 

“The knife?" Kramer whispered.. 
Reaching under her sarong she with- 
drew a bone-handled eight-inch knife, 
and passed it through the bars to him. 
Quickly, Kramer sliced off a lock of 
hair and placed it in the girl’s open 
palm. When she reached for the knife, 
Kramer shook his head. If the hair 
was to bring her luck, he explained, 
it was necessary to give something in 
return. He was willing to accept the 
knife. 

The exchange notion appealed to 
her. She agreed quickly, then touched 
the bambo bars wonderingly. “Why do 
they keep you in this?” she asked. She 
nodded in the direction of Yanoda 
and his men. “They say white men 
work bad magic and must be kept 
locked in cage. Is that so?” 

Kramer shook his head. “They lie.” 
She gave him a meaningful look. 
“Keep Lakka’s knife,” she whispered. 
“I will tell no one.” 

When she left, Kramer scooped out 
some earth and buried the knife. That 
evening, as the Japs and Mangyans 
squatted around the fire, he got it out 



iigai n and chipped crude, serrated 
teeth into its cutting edge by striking 
it with a wedge-shaped stone. He de- 
cided to make his bid for freedom that 
night, during the sex orgy that fol- 
lowed the feasting and the drinking. 
He knew he would never have a better 
moment. 

As the shadows thickened. Kramer 
started sawing on one of the bamboo 
bars. An hour later, he had it almost 
cut through, so started a new cut 
; about 15 inches above the first. 

Moments later he heard footsteps. 
He let the knife fall and rolled on 
top of it. It turned out to be Pvt. 
Rikyo. Kramer feigned sleep. The Jap 
glanced in at him briefly, then headed 
back for the fire. Kramer didn't move 
for a full ten minutes. Around this 
time one of the Mangyans started to 
pound his drum. Soon a second joined 
in. Two of the women leaped to their 
feet, their hips grinding to the quick- 
ening beat. Picking up his knife, Kra- 
mer went back to work. 

It was getting darker now, and with 
the drums pounding Kramer wasn’t 
too worried about being heard. Soon 
afterwards the drums reached a cres- 
cendo beat, then suddenly broke off. 
There were screams of laughter, the 
slap of bare, running feet. One of the 
Mangyan women threw aside her 
sarong as she ran past Kramer's cage. 
Just behind, one of the Japs bore 
down. Other shadowy forms dashed 
past, disappearing into the thick bush. 

Kramer waited a few minutes, then 
grasped the partially sawed through 
bamboo pole in both hands. A slight 
twist and it came away. Kramer 
waited a moment. Silence. He tucked 
the knife inside his pants. The open- 
ing in the cage was about 20 inches 
across. It was a tight squeeze, but 
Kramer wriggled his way through and 
out. 

For several moments he remained 
flat on his stomach. There was no one 
at the fire. A burst of female laughter 
came from Yanoda's shack, then si- 
lence. Crawling on his elbows and 
stomach, Kramer reached the edge of 
the camp clearing. A bit more and he 
was in the bush. Quickly, he scrambled 
to his feet. 

The sky was clustered with stars. 
Kramer darted through a patch of 
knee-high grass, toward a trail that 
led to the lower slope. Half-way there 
he heard a thrash in the grass just 
ahead. As Kramer skittered to a halt, 
a chunky figure suddenly blocked his 
way. A second later he heard Sgt. 
Akuta’s yell of surprise. 

Kramer's knife was already out as 
the Jap made his lunge. He aimed for 
the groin and drove the blade in with 
all of his strength. Shrieking with pain, 
Akuta spilled over on his back, Kra- 


mer going with him. Kramer still 
gripped the knife. Giving it a full 
turn, he sliced across, ripped the blade 
up. back, then down again. 

Kramer didn't stop until he heard 
the screams of the Mangyan woman 
as she fled back toward camp. Jerking 
the knife from the disembowled 
corpse, Kramer took off — and kept 
running throughout all that night and 
well into the morning. 

TPWICE that morning, Kramer spot- 
ted Pvt. Rikyo and another Jap, 
Cpl. Okaso, searching about the slopes, 
although they didn’t show much inter- 
est in what they were doing. On an- 
other occasion he saw Captain Yanoda 
with one of the Mangyan men. By the 
afternoon, however, the search parties 
withdrew, and Kramer concluded that 
they no longer believed he was in the 
area. By evening, his ankle, sprained 
during the previous night’s dash, was 
still extremely swollen. At best he 
could just hobble about. Before bed- 
ding down he nibbled at a banana, 
washed it down with some coconut 
milk. For hours he tossed and turned. 
Finally, along about dawn, sheer ex- 
haustion overwhelmed him. 

About noon he awoke feverish and 
thirsty. He finished off what was left 
of the coconut juice but the thirst re- 
mained. A fitful period of dozing fol- 
lowed. He was lying that way when he 
heard voices. Gripping his knife he 
went to the mouth of the cave, peered 
out. Yanoda and another Jap were on 
a slight rise, about 30 yards to Kra- 
mer’s left. They pointed off below, 
kept jabbering away. Seconds later 
they dropped to a low crouch and 
moved out of Kramer’s line of vision. 

Kramer waited several minutes be- 
fore crawling out. The thick patch of 
cofion grass offered excellent cover, 
cautiously, he wormed his way to the 
edge of the slope and peered down. At 
first he saw nothing but rolling green 
jungle. Suddenly, through a break, he 
spotted the advancing figures of the 
girl Lakka and a small group of khaki 
clad men, members of the Philippine 
Constabulary. They were not too far 
off and were climbing steadily. Mirac- 
ulously, the Filipino girl had brought 
aid. 

Carefully, Kramer raised his head. 
Yanoda and his men could be plan- 
ning an ambush. 

He didn t hesitate. He had to reach 
the group before they came within 
possible gun range. Pain stabbed up 
his leg as he scrambled down in a 
kind of crabwise gait. Toward the 
bottom he lost control completely and 
ended up in a heap. As he pulled him- 
self up on one knee he found himself 
staring into the barrel of Rikyo’s rifle. 
There was an uncertain, wavering look 


to the Jap s eyes, and the rifle was far 
from steady. 

"No more shooting, Rikyo.’’ Kra- 
mer said evenly. 

Rikyo's eyes continued to flicker. 
Gradually, the rifle barrel slanted 
downwards. Kramer nodded, started to 
get up, when the first shot banged out. 
A moment later Captain Yanoda 
charged from the bush, waving the .45 
he had taken originally from Kramer. 
He let out a yell, squeezed off two 
more wild shots. Rikyo shrieked, 
toppled, his rifle clattering to the 
ground. Kramer dove, his hands clos- 
ing over Rikyo’s rifle. Earth spewed 
alongside his head, then pain spurted 
up his right arm. Kramer hung on, 
fired from a prone position. Yanoda’s 
hands flew to his throat, blood spout- 
ing from between his fingers. 

Within seconds the rescue party had 
surged forward to Kramer’s side. 

T>OTH Kramer and Rikyo's wounds 

were superficial, and after emer- 
gency treatment they were moved out 
to San Jose. With Yanoda dead, the 
three remaining holdouts quickly sur- 
rendered when convinced by Rikyo 
that they were in no danger. Soon 
afterwards they were returned to 
Japan after a brief processing. 

Upon final recovery. Kramer re- 
turned to the scene of his ordeal and 
supervised the exhuming of James’ 
body for shipment back to his family 
in the States. During this trip, Kramer 
went to the Mangyan village, his two 
pack mules loaded with gifts of cloth, 
tools, utensils and other stores for 
Lakka and her family. 

In the year since, reports on zan- 
ryusha in the Philippines continue to 
come in. As recent as 1959 seven 
people on the island of Lubang met 
violent death at the hand of these 
holdouts. 

Kramer, meanwhile, has remained 
in the Philippines, has already helped 
put four new roads across some of 
Mindoro's worst mountains, and plans 
others. Fortunately, he has had no 
further experiences with Jap holdouts. 

“Once is enough,” Kramer says. 
"And I needed the first one like a hole 
in the head." • 
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accomplish your Innermost dreams. 


HOW TO HYPNOTIZE 
FOR MONEY 


SCURING BAD HABITS | 

4 End sleeplessness, stop smoking, 
a lose weight, etc. 

§ POWER OF SUGGESTION 4 
| HYPNOTIZE YOURSELF < 
| MAGNETIC INFLUENCE | 


Here at last! In three short, simple 
chapters you learn the hidden secrets 
of Hypnotism and how to work this 
scientific miracle. No long, technical. 
mumbo-Jumbo explanations are given. 
The entire 25-lesson Guide to Hypno- 


PALMER- JONES PUBLISHERS, 

285 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey 

YES, Send me for 30-day. HOME TRIAL the complete 25-Lesson' 
GUIDE TO HYPNOTISM. 

I [ 1 enclose $1.98 - payment in full -which will be 

refunded to me if I am not 100% delighted. 

Name 


HYPNOTIZING CROWDS 


INFLUENCE OTHERSy^^^S^k 
SELF-HYPNOSIS f/2ZSSX 
CURE BAD HABITS HUG/ll] 
LOSE WEIGHT 
STOP SMOKING 
PERFORM STUNTS, TRICKS 
HOW TO ENTERTAIN 
GAIN MAGNETIC PERSONALITY 
RELIEVE TENSION, 

MAKE MONEY 


SHOW TO ENTERTAIN 


Address 


I HYPNOTISM IN BUSINESS 4 

X and much, much more is covered! 1 ■ 


Zone State 


Palmer- Jones Publishers. Dept. 120, 
285 Market St. , Newark, N.J. 


I agree that I will not use this power for other 
than proper use. 
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PRINT YOUR NAME 
L AND ADDRESS ^ 
HERE ^g£._ 


Electronics 


Make More Money Starting Soon 
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FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT 
NO. 20-R 
(Sec. 34.9, P.L.&R.) 
Washington, D. C. 


ROM 


BY PRACTICING AT HOME 
IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


BUSINESS REPLY MAIL 

NO POSTAGE STAMP NECESSARY IF MAILED IN THE UNITED STATES 


POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY 

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 
3939 Wisconsin Ave. 

WASHINGTON 16, D. C. 

Dept. 3HQ8 


Fast Growing Field Offers YOU 

High Pay, Prestige, Bright Future 

There are more job opportunities in Electronics than any other 
field These are better than average jobs with bright futures . . . jobs 
for which YOU could qualify through NRI training. Thousands of 
men like yourself most without a high school diploma - stepped 
up to good money in Radio and TV broadcasting, industrial 
Electronics or in businesses of their own. 

Train With The Leader — Get Started Fast 

Throughout the U.S. and Canada, successful NRI graduates are 
proof that it’s practical tc train at home, in your spare time, at your 
own pace. Keep your present job while training. For 45 years, NRI 
has featured the best Radio-TV Electronics training at low cost 
because it is the oldest and largest school of its kind. The NRI 
"leam-by-doing” method is the practical way to get into this 
exciting field quickly. Fill in, cut out and mail postage-free card. 


Make Money in Sparelime 
Soon After You Enroll 

Soon after you enroll, NRI shows you 
how to earn extra money in your spare 
time fixing Radio and Television sets for 
friends and neighbors or doing Elec- 
tronics repairs. This has led to successful 
full time businesses for many NRI grad- 
uates. Other NRI students have found 
good jobs within a year after enrolling. 
No experience necessary, diploma when 
you graduate. 

Take the first step toward new prestige 
and a brighter future. Mail postage-free 
card TODAY for FREE CATALOG. 
National Radio Institute, Washington 
16, D.C. Accredited Member National 
Home Study Council. 


exciting neiu quwiuy. rui iu, cut ...... ....... 

Picture Yourself As One of These Successful NRI Graduates 

. ... ... _ j * ... ah 1A .. r '■-.y* it| Flnnt ronieo foohnieinn 


"Thanks to NRI I am in a top 
position with the Federal Avia- 


tion Agency in the Navoids Elec- 
V ; tronic Section.” joe duckworth, 
Fort Worth, Texas: 


have a spare time 
shop and also do work for four 
dealers. Before I started with 
NRI, I didn’t know a resistor 
from a condenser.” earl gross, [ 
Hanover, Ontario, Can. 


Jj * "NRI training opened up a world of 
opportunities and gave me conn- 
m§ dence. I earn much above average 
~ J \ salary as Electronic technician for 
Canadian Marconi." JOHN J. JAN E GA. 

Sydney, Nova Scotia. ^10%' 

"After graduating I was a shipboard rj 

radio operator. Now, I am chief en- 
gineer of Station WARA.” Raymond 
d. Arnold, Attleboro, Mass. 
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"I am an Electronics technician, 
working on the Electronic computer, 
Univac. My NRI training helped me 
pass the test for this position.” 
V r. h. Laurens, Hamr.onton, N. J. 
Before enrolling I could hardly make, 
ends meet. Now I have a full-time; j 
business, the best Color TV instru- j 
ments, a service truck, julius< 
hillen -e orooklyn, N. Y. 


non, 
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Send (or 
FREE 

64-Page 

Catalog 


AMAZING 


ELECTRONICS 


rnold, Attieooro, mass. . hjllrn ■« \:: u , orooklyn, IN. X. 

Without Extra Chc-rge NRI Sends You 
Equipment for Practical Exp 


CUT OUT ANd MAIL 

THIjS POSTAGE -FREE CARD 


There's nothing like shop and laboratory practice 
at home to make learning easier, faster and more 
interesting. When you train with NRI you LE ARN- 
BY-DOING with professional equipment NRI 
furnishes. You learn with your hands as well 
as your head. The equipment you build as 
part of your training not 
only teaches you, but also 
earns for you as you use it 
to do repair jobs. All NRI 
equipment is yours to 
keep, at no extra cost. 

ACT NOW. Find out 
about the N RI 60-day trial 
' .irollment plan and easy 
monthly terms. Mail 
postage-free card today. 




